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MORNING THOUGHTS, 
Or Poetical Meditations, 
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If thou prepare thine heart, and firetch out thine 
hands toward: him ; if iniquity be in thine hand, put it 
far away, and let not wickedneſs dæuell in thy tabernacle z 
for then ſhalt thou lift up thy face without ſpot, yea, thou 
ſhalt be ſtedfaſt, and ſhalt not fear ; becauſe thou ſhalt 
forget thy miſery, and remember it as waters that paſs 
away ; and thine age ſhall be clearer than the noon-day ; 
thou ſhalt ſhine forth, thou ſhalt be as the morning. Job 
xi. 13. Then ſhall thy light break forth as the morning, 
and thine health ſhall ſpring forth ſpeedily. Iſa. Ivii. 8. 


OQO many hours as I have, almoſt all 
my long life, claimed to employ as 

J pleaſed; being taken from thoſe the ge- 
nerality of the world give to ſleep ; would 
I be 


4 
de ill accounted for, if, being thoſe of ſo- 
litude, they were ſuffered to paſs without 
thought; and but indifferently, if my beſt 
faculties were not then employed on the 
nobleſt ſubjects. I have endeavoured to 
acquit myſelf in this point; and have thus, 
out of what moſt people ſquander away as 
offals of time, formed a kind of an additio- 
nal life, more advantageous to myſelf (and, 
in ſome meaſure, I hope, to others) than all 
the reſt would have been without it. In- 

deed this hath ſpread a warmth and beami- 


| neſs over that, which elſe would have been 


a ſort of barren wintry ſoil. 


_ © Thought is greatly improved and en- 
larged by writing. This every one that 


hath tried, with tolerable diligence and 


capacity, very well knows; and verſe hath 

{till a greater advantage; it gives a com- 
paſs, and elevation, and variety, a great- 
neſs and grace, which proſe fits down ſa- 
tisfied without ; add, that it ſtrikes deeper 
into the mind, and is better rooted in the 
memory, 
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% That leiſure from the buſineſs of my 
profeſſion, to which I have earned a right“, 
by the induſtry and parſimony of above 
fifty years, hath afforded me more. air and 
exerciſe than was permitted in the former 
parts of my life; of which (I thank God) 
I find chearful effects; and this, with an 
entire freedom from care and anxiety, 1s a 
noble reward of paſt labour. 


6 I wake early, think; dreſs me, think 
walk, think; come back to my chamber, 
think; and as I allow no thoughts unwor- 
thy to be written, I writes Thus verſe is 


grown habitual to me. 


« I pretend, however, to no finiſhed poe- 
try, no nice correction ; they are works of 
another kind, like ſketches in drawing; 
and which connoiſſeurs are very far from 
deſpiſing for being ſo; theſe having an 
eaſe and ſpirit not to be found often in 


M. Catonis illud ſemper magnificum et prætlarum pu- 
tavi Non minus otii quam negotii rationem extare 


eportere, Cic. pro Plancio, 27. 


B 2 accuracy 


( {4 2 
accuracy and labour. The truth is, new 
thoughts allow me neither leiſure nor in- 
clination to poliſh the circumſtances of 
their predeceſſors. 


« T call theſe, Thoughts, not poems; 


conſider them accordingly ; or as in verſe 


what familiar letters are in proſe, where the 
natural flow of the ſoul hath a beauty and 
force which the moſt ſtudied orations fre- 
quently want.” 


Thus far my father. I will only add a 
word or two. It would very ill correſpond 
with his conſtant ſincerity through a long 
life, if I ſhould attempt to heighten the 
world's opinion beyond his real qualities; 
and it would as little agree with the ſincere 


and juſt veneration I have for his memory, 


if I did not endeavour to do him juſtice. 
He reſpected the world enough to deſire 
this; and I am ſure he reſpected truth, 
and himſelf, and me, too much, not to be 


offended with an over-officious zeal to load 


his mild and humble virtue with unde- 
ſerved praiſes, 


This 


BY BY 


This I am ſure I may ſay, for I know 
it, that his whole life was one continued 
attention to the performance of what he 
underſtood to be his duty, both to God 
and man. And if he hath erred in either, 
I am as ſure it was not for want of the 
moſt anxious and indefatigable ſearch after 
his Maker, and his will; on which all the 
other part of his duty depended, This 
will appear by the genuine and lively tran- 
ſcript of his mind, in its various circum- 


' ſtances, from time to time. And, as in- 


tenſe thought had made him, generally, 
maſter of his ſubject, ſo theſe Sketches, as 
he modeſtly calls them, have a clearneſs 
and ſimple elegance, that, though ſome- 


times a little incorrect, will not fail to keep 


the prudent reader's mind in attention. 


It is not therefore ſo much to do honour 
to my late father; for he is now, now ! 
enjoying, and for ever will be, the ample 


and overflowing reward of his pious virtue; 


as to make mankind a preſent of an exact 
picture (from life, every ſtroke of it) of a 
truly happy man; happy on the only true 


B 3 | prin- 
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principles of human happineſs, virtue and 


temperance. And, from this, that they 
may teach themſelves the unerring path to 
obtain the ſame, equally delightful in the 
end, and in the means! for the ways are 
ways of pleaſantneſs, and all the paths are 


peace. Syſtems are a dead letter of pre- 


cept; this, the living voice of example. 


I think that the firſt queſtion in all caſes 
is, cui bono? and I muſt prefer that poetry, 
or that proſe, which teaches me moſt and 
beſt. An important and uſeful ſentiment, 
however ſimply conveying to me 1ts pur- 
poſe, is far more worth than the moſt po- 
liſhed expreſſion of an empty or uſeleſs 
idea, But theſe ſentiments are ſo agree- 
ably placed and introduced (like precious 


ſtones well ſet) that they delight, as much 


as they improve and teach, They are ge- 
nerally ſurrounded and ornamented with 
ſome pleaſant landſcape, or various, as it 
happens ; ſome deſcription of the weather, 
times of the day, the year, &c. juſt as 
they preſented themſelves, and drawn ac- 
curately (and always ſhort) from the life 

| itſelf, 
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itſelf, as it appeared before him; and 
himſelf too a correct deſigner, and a 
glowing colouriſt. Moſt of my father's 
readers will be preſented with ſome deli- 
cious images, that will perhaps be totally 
new to them (as not having been attended 
to, though frequently before their own 
eyes alſo,) in the variety of deſcriptions of 
early morning; and if it excites their curio- 
ſity to be eye-witneſſes of the like, he 
will become as good a phyſician for their 


health as their morals. 
JON. RICHARDSON. 


Soon as he forth was come to open fight 
Of day-ſpring, and the ſun——— 
Lowly he bow'd adoring, and began 
His oriſons, each morning duly paid 
In various ſtyle ; ſor neither various ſtyle 
Nor holy rapture wanted he to praiſe 
His Maker, in fit ftrains pronounc'd or ſung 
Unmeditated, ſuch prompt eloquence 
Flow'd from his lips, — Ts 
Milt. Par, Loft, b. v. v. 138. 


Ille welut fidis arcana ſodalibus olim 
Credebat libris ; neque fi male gefſerat, u/quam 
Decurrens alio, neque fi bene ; quo fit ut omnis 
Vetivs pateat veluti deſcripta tabella 
Vita ſenis. Hor. S. ii. 1. 30. 
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SUN-RISIN G. 


'Th V name be prais'd! thy holy name, O Lord, 


Be prais'd for ever, evermore ador'd ! 9 
Author of being, fountain of my joy, 7 
My love; and that I thus my mind employ ! A 


Be thy eternal attributes my theme, 
O father! life! and light! thou good ſupreme ! 
Praiſe him, ye heavens and earth, praife him, thou 


deep; 3 

Praiſe him, who wake with me, defpiſing ſleep ! be 
The mifts retire ; behold the riſing day; | y 
The purple gleams, and warms the humid grey! q 
Yonder behold—O thou bright morning ſtar, 0 
Now ſolitary, we thy beams can ſpare; I 


Yonder he comes, more bright than thee by far! ) 
His beams thy beam's refulgency will hide, 
And humble thine, with his monarchal pride. 


Awake, thou ſluggard, leave the drowſy room; 
Awake to buſineſs, ſee ! the day is come; 
Another day ; and on it moves apace ; 

Life's ſhorter now, than yeſterday it was; 

We live, and live each day, but live to die; 

The ever-ebbing tide will leave the channel dry, 
. The 


a e R 
1 2 r 
1 
42 = Me * - 


C4: 1 


The ſun is ris'n 3 majeſtic lord of day ! 
Be God ador'd and prais'd !—I muſt away 


Another look—how bright the rays !—I go— 


Turning,—there's Iris with her gaudy bow 


It fades—the fields, the hills, the buildings ſhine, 


Earth, heaven, the ſun—O God, the univerſe js thine! 
| Sept. 15 1732. 


3 
MORNING HY M N, 


Acam I ſee the light, the morning riſe! 
Again the hills their graceful forms diſcloſe ! 
Each object ſtrives to entertain my eyes, 

In crowds each form a various colour ſhows. 


Nature is lovely, clad in ſober grey, 


Half hid in miſt, or with the ſkirt of night; 


Nature is lovely, when meridian day 
[Throws o'er her ſhoulder his broad mantle bright. 


Nature is beautiful in winter's dark, 
And when autumnal blaſts their terrors bring; 
When ſummer early wakes the mounting lark, 
And when the vernal woods in rapture ſing. 


"Tis not the object, tis the well-taught eye, 
Tis this which tells us what the objects are; 
"Tis in the mind diſpos'd the beauties lie; 
To ſuch each object's exquiſitely fair. * 4 


( ww ) 


Bleſt be the God of nature, who beſtows 
®*Such beauties, and beſtows ſuch eyes on me! 
Beſtows a mind, which to be thankful knows, 

To be delighted when his gifts I ſee. 


| Bleft be that God, by whom the Muſe is . 
To paint thoſe beauties, and deſeribe that mind! 
O may my verſe be ſo divinely wrought, 
As that the dumb may fing, may ſee the blind! 
Oc. 13, 1732. 


Di tibi divitias 1 85 artemq; fruendi. 
Hor. Ep. 1. 437- 


H d-. h. d- 


III. 
TRUE EPICURISM. 


Hoa cheap is pleaſure to a well-turn'd mind! 
It coſts but praiſe, and that is pleaſure too! 
Nature, the God of nature, (O how kind!) 

Sets forth a noble banquet in our view. 


We ſee, we touch, we ſmell, we taſte, we hear, 
The Hours and Graces ſtill before us dance; 
No want but want of appetite we fear, 
Nor cookery, nor ſauce, but temperance, 


And temperance true appetite beſtows, 
. Prevents the loathing of ſatiety ; 
By this the board abounds, the cup v'erflows ; 


Ev'a repetition 1s variety ! 
Let 
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E800 3 
Let nature call, be nature then ſupply d, 
She will not of the homely food complain; 


The luxury is found without the pride, 
You ſee the water, and you taſte Champaign. 


O art divine! if Providence beſtows 
On ſome a laviſh ſuperfluity ; 
More bountiful is Providence to thoſe, 
Who can, with what they have, contented be : 


Can to a little, can to common things 
Give reliſh; can of theſe more dainties make, 
Than are enjoy'd by thoſe whence honour ſprings, 
By nymph ador'd, or moſt. voluptuous rake. | 


Each element to us its tribute pays, 
We pleaſures find above, below, around, 
In winter's darkneſs, and in ſummer's blaze ; 
See beauty ey'ry where, in all around! 


The ſun is ours, the moon, yon? diſtant ſtar, 
The black, the gilded clouds, the azure ſky ; 
Fields, rivers, valleys, hills, our treaſure are, 
For us they ſhine, appear, are fix'd or fly! 


Nature and art to give me joy unite, 
And in their kindly turns inceſſant ſtrive ; 
The univerſe ſupplies to my delight, 

On each man's ſhare luxuriantly I live. 


What they enjoy, I ſtill with them enjoy, 
And in their ſuff rings I will have my ſhare; 
Such pleaſure I receive, when I employ 
Relief, or {kill enabling them to bear. 


Embrace 


was hungry, nor drank but when he was thirſty.” 


Wild beaſts in caverns hide their ſavage heads, 
| And rakes and robbers haſten to their beds. 
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Embrace thoſe pleaſures you ſo dearly pay, „ 
Infamous joys ridiculouſly boaſt ; 1 1 
I, more ſincerely more enjoy than they, 9 / 
Nor do my joys health, honour, treaſure loſt, NF c 
My pleaſures ever on the mind remain, E | 4 
Sweetly remain, nor can they ever cloy I \ 
Shame or repentance give no hateful ſtain, 4 4 
And I rejoice that I can thus enjoy.“ & : 
OZ. 14, 1732. 1 
4» 173 10 
* My dear father uſed to ſay, he believed he was the 4 A 


greateſt Epicure alive ; becauſe he never eat but when he 
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IV. 
MOR NIN S. 
\ E 8, there's Leucot hie! thou, O Sun, art nigh! 1 


Thou'ſt not forgot our European ſky ; | 
Thou from America art diſtant far, | Y 


And Aſatics ſee their evening ſtar; 
Anon the ſands of Africa will glow, 


And thou wilt liquefy the 4/pine ſnow ; 


Swift is my hand, but, every line I write, 
Ten thouſand miles comes on thy chariot bright. 
ND Now 


'Y ( 23 ) 
Now diligence goes forth to meet the day, 
3 And holy minds their glad devotions pay. 
* | I have not waited, buſily have thought, 
And ſung, as by my heavenly prompter taught. 
Come on, bright orb—thou comeſt—me behold, 
And let thy pencil touch yon? hills with gold, 
While thou aſcendeſt, while Meridian day, 

And while thou driveſt down the Weſtern way, 
* Behold me active, and fo well employ'd, 

As may again, and ever be enjoy'd. 
O may each moment, as they ſwiftly run, 


View ſome bright thought of mine, ſome worthy 
action done 


1 Thanks; ſee the villages, the trees appear, 
The miſts ariſe, diſperſe, the azure's clear! 
OF. 21, 1732. 


* Viwere bis, wits poſſe priore frui, Mart. 


V. 


All . beautiful, if it is /o at home. 


3 | M ORE rain is coming ; let it come, 
I can enjoy the world at home; 
C Deep be the road, and let the ſky 
.F Send clouds amain, and ſun deny, 
| The 


( 14 ) | 1 
The fields, the foreſts gloomy be, Z 
And not a flow'r be fit to ſee, 


"Tis well, *tis all alike to me. b 
I pleaſure have of either kind ; $ 
Abroad, at home, I pleaſure find; Cf 
I joy in all that can be ſeen, 9 

All bloſſom is, or vivid green, 9 


For whatſoe'er the eye can ſhow, 

Or gloomy black, or ſhining ſnow, 
The root's alive, and warm below. 
Alive, and vigorous the root, 

The bloom's ſecure, ſecure the fruit! 


OS. 22, 1732. 


Tu guamcungue Deus tibi fortuna verit horam 
Grata ſume manu Quod petis hic eſt; 
Eft Ulubris, animus ſi te non deſerit æguut. Hor. 


” 


. VI. 
PLEASURE SECURED; 


V Y ITH open arms receive each coming day, 
Kiſs every minute, as it ſlides away 
Project the pleaſure when the joy thou haſt, 
See its full beauty, nor deſpiſe the leaſt, 
Nor wiſh for, nor regret it, when tis paſt, 


Let 


9 | C 3s 
let memory immortaliſe delight; 
But let not unborn ills thy ſoul affright. 

2 Paſt, preſent, and to come, are thus your on, 
And pleaſure fits exalted on her throne ; 
But fill beware that, like good princes, ſhe 
Z Govern by law, and that yourſelves are fron. 

Now. 11, 1732» 


3 Ex, jou 2x Zola, foe does not poſſeſs me, I poſſe/t 
her, ſaid Ariſtippus to Diogenes, who reproached him 
with being in paſſeſſtion of the courteſan Lais. 
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VII. 


HYMN ro ruf Moxntxe 8 


P ERMIT me, faireſt planet, while I gaze,“ 
By thee my thoughts beyond thy ſphere to raiſe g 
Beyond thy kindred planets, far away 
To worlds remote, and everlaſting day ; 

To him, on whom unnumber'd ſyſtems call, 
Ev'n higheſt angels, to the A in All. 


Lord of the dawn, nor perfect day, nor night, 
I joy to view thy mild, yet piercing light; 

9 Pride of the morning! quickly will appear ' 
| A fiercer von but not ſo pure, ſo clear ; 


Sit nibi ſu.— Virg. En. vi. 
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And can Orion? aſk the frighted coaſt. 


Their floating manes the roſy ſteeds diſplay, 


I longer would enjoy my lovely ſtar : 


While I thy beauty and thy goedneſs praiſe ! 


pn | 
Thy ſprightly rays peculiar charms beſtow,” þ 
Diſtinct from all, our mortal ſenſe can know; 


Yet inoffenfive ; influences ſweet 


Flow thence, not peſtilence, nor ſcorching heat ; | 
No thunder to be heard, no ſtorms to rage, | 4 
Quiet the ocean as the golden age, 1 


Brighteſt next thee, this can not Sirius boaſt, 


Sweet harbinger of day ! Leucothoe ſmiles, 
Spreading her paleneſs o'er the eaſtern iſles ; 
Auroras kindly brightneſs will not ſtay ; 


Her golden car is trolling on the way; 
O linger yet, ye goddeſſes, forbear, 


Too ſoon you call Apollo from his reſt ; 

His chariot's not prepar'd, nor horſes dreſt ; 

I rather would my Phoſphorus behold, 

His diamond luſtre, than Apollo's gold. 

Pride of the dawn, pour forth thy kindlieſt rays, 


Thou lead'ſt the morning with ſoft pace along, 
Inſpiring nature's univerſal ſong ; 


_ *Tho* moilt with roſeat dew, nocturnal air, 


Bright are thy locks, thy countenance is fair; 
With joyous eyes and ſouls refreſh'd we ſee 
'Thy face, O Phoſphorus, and welcome thee. 


* Qualis ubi Octani perfuſus Lucifer unda. Virg. 


The 


„ 


The winter's ravages thou view'ſt ſecure, 
Pitying the various ills that men endure ; 
Delight'ſt to ſee the fragrant blooming ſpring, 
To liſten, when the woods awake and fing ; 
Pleas'd to behold the rip'ning fruit and grain, 
The fanning zephyrs and refreſhing rain ; 

On the ſmooth lake to caſt thy parting beam, 
Or dance upon the river's curling ſtream ; 
Thy face reflected on their glaſs to view, 

If not obſtructed by the riſing dew ; 

But when the ſweeteſt ſeaſon's paſt, and keen 
The froward eaſt, thy rays are brighteſt ſeen. 


When thouſand thouſand ſtars adorn the ſky, 
Apollo diſtant, nor Diana nigh, 
On the dim azure all but feebly ſhine, 
All modeſtly their beauties veil to thine ; 
The dawn appears, and now the drowſy day 
Steals on, with gentle hand, his mantle grey ; 
'The ſtarry hoſt by troops, though ſlow, retire, 
All fade and die before the riſing fire; 
Sole regent thou, till great Apollo's beam, 
Levell'd, proclaims, the crown belongs to him. 
When Cynthia's preſent, thou on her can't gaze, 
And deck the heay'ns with thy diſtinguiſh'd blaze; 
With her can'ſt meet Apollo, though with awe, 
Nor long before the queen of night withdraw. 
A light ſo pure, ſo bright, ſurrounds the bleſt, 


In the glad regions of eternal reſt, 
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Thy near approaches to the lordly ſcat, = 
The ſpring of inexhauſted light and heat, | % 


Fill thy fair orb with thoſe refulgent ſhowers ; 
How dark and cold, comparatively ours! 
Equal thy globe, more wonderful thy ſpeed, 
So vigorous thy Pegaſean iteed ! 


Thou wak'ſt the lab'ring hand, and ſeem'ſt to fay, 4 
* Ariſe, begin the bufinefs of the day;“ 1 


To him doſt kindly offer ſome relief 

| Whole ſlumbers were forbid by pain or grief. 
Thou doſt delight my healthy aQive mind, 
Doſt me, expecting thee, with pleaſure, find; 3 
Thy ſmiles dart on me an approyipg light, 3 


8 88 ett. 26 2 1 
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Inſpire my verſe, and guide my hand to write. 4 
Say then, O Phoſphor ] faireſt planet, tell, g 
Who on thy hills and flow'ry meadows dwell ? 5 
Who in thy ever-verdant foreſts ſtray, 3 
And on thy banks of pearly currents play? 3 


Who breathe thy chearing odours, whilſt thy ſpring F 


Eternal does our Maker's praiſes ſing ? 
What eyes, undazzled, can thy luſtre ſee, | | 
What bodies bear the heat beſtow'd on thee ? 4 


Lovely each-form, and beautifully fair, 
Their motion gtaceful, and divine their air; 
Nectar their drink, Ambraſta is their food, 
And pureſt . flow from coral blood; 


® Bentley Sa not have failed to make a long note te 


prove the author gave © hind;” and it would be of a piece 
with moſt of Horace and Milton. 


With 
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E « 
With conſtant health, with heavenly vigour bleſt, 
*Still exercis'd, yet never needing reſt. 
The comfort we receive, when clos'd our eyes, 
To them variety of act ſupplies. 
No wars, diſſenfions, or cabals have they, 
All read the law of nature, and obey ; 
The rack of fear,. and doubting hope, gh 
Ingratitude, or villainy, is none 


All there is love; all placid, calm the mind, 


Or warm good-will the agitating wind ; 

In innocence they paſs their tranquil days, 
Succeſhve pleaſures, and perpetual praiſe ; 
Thoſe ſteady minds, untempeſted, diſdain 
To owe their happineſs to grief or pain ; 

For tranſient viſitors alone are they, 

Who wound but gently, and who never ſtay. 


No ſuperſtition, folly, caſtom, law, 
Here keeps wiſe nature's appetites in awe z 
No danger of exceſs, reproach, or ſhame, 
For appetite and reaſon are the ſame ; 
Tho” paſſion warms, they are not paſſion's ſlave,” 
They inſtantly poſſeſs whate'er they crave ; 
No calumny thoſe happy regions know, 
With friendſhip unreprov'd the ſexes glow ; 


4 The tender rapture is no ſtranger here, : 
| 9 But free from jealouſy, and ww and fear; 


I » This was a natural thought bor my father, who was 
7 > the moſt active man alive, and always regretted the neceſ- 
; ſity there was of ſleep. 


C 2 | Belov'd 


Ew 3 
Belov'd, the virgin loves, and grants the joy, 
And only to improve the bliſs, is cloy. 


When length of days bids nature's pow'rs decline, 

Their ſhare of life contented they reſign ; 

Dying, they enter in a purple cloud, 

To be no more, or taſte ſome unknown goed ; 

The good ſupreme they know no cauſe to fear, 

No legiſlators, and no prieſts are here! 

Not free their will, nor with temptation try'd, 
Their God, their king, their Father is their guide. 
As all things here inanimate obey, | 
There reaſon's powers th obſequious paſſions ſway ; 
One all-informing, all-ſuſtaining ſoul, 

Governs each part, and animates the whole ; 
No rebel man's, or angel's voice is heard, 

No god is there provok'd, or devil fear'd ; 

All ſtand ſecure, impoſſible to fall, 

And everlaſting good is all in all / 


Henceforth, whene*er, O Pho/phor / I behold, 
Whether in ſummer's breeze, or winter's cold, 
From my ſafe window, or fome diſtant hill, 
From field, grove, terrace, dell, or fuming rill, 
Thy early circlet, I my harp will firing, 

But to an inſtrument far nobler ſing, 

A grateful heart; nor ſhall the praiſe be thine, 

But His, by whom I fing, as thou doſt ſhine.“ 
Nov. 18, 1732. 


5 Extract of a letter from Dr. Herring, Arch- 
biſhop of Canterbury, to Mr. Duncombe, (who had 
lent 


. 
lent him the above bymn) dated at Creydon-houſe, 
Jan. 3, 1754+ „ 


« The encloſed verſes did amuſe me extremely. 
There is genius in them; and I wiſh the ſyſtem at 
the end was as practicable, as it is fair and beauti- 
ful. For I ſuppoſe, (notwithſtanding our philoſophy 
gives ſuch high encomiums to free-will) that there 
is not a poor mortal, were he to take his eſtimate 
from this life, but would have been glad to be 
placed in an un/inning obedience. . But, Deo aliter vi- 
Jum; and perhaps the thought of wiſhing it other- 
wiſe, than it is, may be preſumptuous.“ 


VIII. 
1 


| Stu. does the riſing ſun ſalute my joy, 
Nor do repeated repetitions cloy ; 
Still does the ſun my wakeful hauntings find, 
Buſy my hand, and throng'd with thought my mind; 
Ideal actions haſte to be begun, 
Imperfe& works are eager to be done; 
Wave after wave the rapid current ftreams, 
Forc'd ſleep forbids, but then I live in dreams. 
O that the works I enterprize in love, 
I could, completc, with equal joy approve ! 
C 3 Re · 


L207 
Remember'd diſappointments flag my. fail, 
Hope then, ambition, love, ſapply a gale. 
Thus on I voyage, till the ſhoaly ground, 
Till rocks, or weeds, or the vaſt: ocean's found ; 
Till the weak veſſel is on billows toſt, . 
Or, dark and ſilent, ſwallow'd up and loſt. 
Not thus diſcourag'd, I my way purſue, 
Nor wiſh, nor fear, my journey's end to view. 
The ſan aſcends, determin'd to his way ; 
O ſun, behold ! and do I loit'ring ſtay ? 


June 23, 1733. 
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IX, 


— 


MORNING PRAISE. 


, "0 the morning ſtar I ſee, 


Again his beam rejoices me, 
Again he calls the gladſome ray, 
Again appears the florid day, 
Again the hills and fields revive, 
Again my fellow-creatures live, 


Again my moraing ſtar retires, * 


Again my labour me requires; 
Again my ſtar new days will bring, 
And I again ſhall gaze and ſing; 
Shall ſing the beauty of my ſtar, 
And beauty, glory, brighter far, 


* 
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Far brighter than thy orb, O ſun 
Brighter than millions join'd'in one; 
Brighter than all th' angelic race; 
All have their brightneſs from his face; 
Him ſhall T fing, his deity 
I ſee in every thing I ſee ; 
In all I know, or can conceive ; 
By him the worlds, by him I live. 
By him I think, and underſtand ; 
He form'd my eye, and guides my hand. 
He glads my heart, and tunes my lays, 
By him I ſerve, and love, and praiſe. 

O8. 15-16, 17333 a 
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X. 


WrarTr is Turn?“ F 


F URE rectitude and truth if thou would'ſt find, 
Behold the hand of God, explore his mind; 
There right is one, eternally the ſame ; | 
The probable, with man, aſſumes the name. 


* This is what Pilate aſked CarsT, and (as Lord 


Bacon ſays) “ would not ſtay ſor an anſwer.” See John 
xviii. 38. And it is what every one elſe has done ever 
ſince. It is inconceiveable with what idle indolence people 
enquire into truths which they allow are the moſt important, 
and of the moſt intereſting conſequence to every one. Nay, 


even this is making them a compliment, for they very ſel- 
| dom 


C4 


( '24 ) 
Feeble our eye, and glimmering our light, 
Here infinite variety is right; 
Our rectitude, our truth, are error then; 
But theſe are right, as relative to men. 
Still, even we one truth poſſeſs ſecure, 
One beam from God, bright as is heav'n and ſure, 
The man ſincere hath faith; his bands are pure. 
Oc. 19, 1733- 
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XI, 


W azxr, you obſerve my hair is grey ; 
With all my heart, and ſo you may ; 

But I'll take care you ſhall not ſee 

What unbecomes their greyity; 

Nor ſhall my conſcience give a tongue 

To chide, for what I did when young, 

J hope to live to ſee the day, 

My hair ſhall be no longer grey; 


** 


dom give themſelyes the trouble to enquire at all; but take 
on truſt the things they happen to be thrown into the world 
- among, and which happen to be there called truth. Yet 
they have the moſt poſitive and peremptory command from 
God himſelf, to“ try the ſpirits whether they are of God ;” 
and the ſame God hath condeſcended to give the reaſon for 
ſo doing at full length, John i. 1, &c. 


No 


( 8 1} 

No longer grey, but ſilver white, 

And with a countenance as bright, 
Reflecting, triumphing my heart, 

That all my life, and every part, 
Throughout the very various ſcene, 

Hath pure, hath honourable been. 

And then, though death approaches near, 
Shall on my wrinkled viſage ſtare, 

My wrinkled face on him ſhall ſmile, 


And neither court nor fear the while.* 


OZ. 20, 1733. 


* How ſuperior ſure, both for invention and diſpoſition, 
to Anacreon's famous ode on his old age; but on how dif- 


ferent a principle; not, as his, on ſenſual tranſports, per» 


nicious to youth, and nauſeous in age ! 
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XII. 


MOR NI N G. 


O Thou, bright luminary, god of day, 

Who now giv'ſt comfort to the morning grey; 
The hoſt of ſtars are fled, though ſome remain, 
A ling'ring few in heaven's deſerted plain; 
Come on; yes—brighter now, and brighter ſtill 
Thy orient beams the ſkies vaſt circle fill. 


Hah ! 


( 26 ) 


Hah ! now thou rear'ſt thy round refulgent face, 
A giant now rejoicing to the race; 

Thou ſee ſt thy road appointed, where to ſhine ; 
Away; and ſo muſt I, for I have mine, 


® Rejoiceth as a firong man to run bis race. 'F 
r be- bb 3 
XIIT. 4 


y * HATE'ER the number was allotted mine, 

The moment's gone when I began this line; 

Its followers in train come crowding on, 

Here's one, another now, now both are gone ; 

Still more and more, with regulated pace, 

Advancing till, they take each other's place, 

Swift is the flight, inceſſant is the chace, 

And, as the moments, thoughts and actions paſs, - 

This future is, is now, and now it was, 

Thus human life is wearing, wearing ſtill, 

Does ſand by ſand its ſandy portion ſpill. 3 

Obſerve that rivulet which knows no ſtay, f 4 

Knows not how far, nor where it is to ſtray, | 

But drives along its clear, or muddy fide ; 
Sticks, leaves, ſtraws, bubbles, on its ſurface ride, 

Now through tall ruſhes, now on weeds or flow'rs, 

This is my life, dear friend, and this is yours. 


On my terrace, before ſun-riſing, _ 1 
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Sen plures hyemes, ſeu tribuit Jupiler ultimam. 
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XIV. ö 


MORNING HY MN. 


Axorass day! his name be:prais'd;. 
Who me again from ſleep hach raig'd ;. 
From ſleep, death's image, from my bed, 
The grave where nightly Lam laid. 

O let enjayment all the day 

With calm, ſoft tiding, glide away; 

Let all with innocence be done, 

Offence to God or man be none. 


Something to bid me be beloy'd, 


And all by my own heart approv'd 
My judgment with regard ſevere, 
Self- flattery be ſilent here. 

*And if this day ſhalb be my laſt, 
Or if not half my life be paſt, 
May I alike intend to pleaſe; 

For God alike and conſcience ſees. 


* 


Hor. 


FILL 


TE 


XV. 


FILL TIME WELL. 


My life, each morning when I dreſs, oF 
Is four and twenty hours leſs ; | | 
Inceſſantly the current flows, | 
And ev'ry hour an hour goes; 1 
Exhauſting ſtill; no new ſupplies 2 
Can from the guſhing fountain riſe. 

A week ago did fate allow 

Ten thouſand minutes more than now; 
What ſtill remains, what is the ſum 
Of life unliv'd, and yet to come, 5 
s vain to aſk ; but this is known, 1 
Each line I write a minute's gone. 
In vain it is with idle eye 

To gaze the moments as they fly; 
But not to make hereafter ſee, 
Each was a buſy honey'd bee, 
Conveying to a better hive, | 4 
Whereon eternally to live. 


Nov. 16, 1733. 


* Tu ne quefieris ſcire, nefas, Ac. Hor. | 
Surely this is far ſuperior, both for ſentiment and inven- 5 
tion, but how far more for the purpoſe | 3 
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Loxe ſleepleſs, viſionleſs I lay, 
Expecting, wiſhing for the day; 
At length impatient, up I roſe, 

A ſort of light in heaven glows, 
A light, but 'twas of little uſe. 


No matter, ſaid my buſy muſe, 


I not depend on ſtars or ſkies, 

Nor aſk the lazy ſun to riſe; 

If yonder hills and fields be green, 
Or if not fields nor hills be ſeen, 

If grey the miſts, or black the night, 
I can invent, if you can write; 


I thought can furniſh, give it rhyme, 


At midnight, as in morning prime; 
If I each pleaſing object want, 

I know by memory to paint; 

Or if deſcription I refuſe, 

Conſider, man, thou haſt a muſe, 


Thou haſt a muſe, that dares to trace ©” 


Infinitude of time and ſpace ; 
If in the central darkneſs ſhe 


Should ſit, ſhe would not idle be; 


O man, thy muſe can fing, and ſhall; 
For God is viſible in all, 
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8 
Ile is below, around, above; 
Thy muſe will praiſe, adore, and love.” 
Nov. 17, 1733. 


He that hath light within his own clear breaſt 
May fit i th center, and enjoy bright day. 


Milt. Mal. 
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XVII. 


H; r T N. 


1 AST. year, the year before, and years before, 


Where ſhall T go! ? years back from ſcore to ſcore, 


Though with their chequer'd liveries they paſt, 
And ſwiftly fled, and yet move on as falt ; 

I liv'd, ſtill live, {ill ſee each morning ſun, 
And lay me down to reſt, when day is done; 
The next ſucceeding morning life renews, 

And with my waking joys awakes my muſe. 
Whatever former years, each diy, brought on, 
Now fear, inquietude, and grief are none 
No pain, no care, no langour, or decay, 

Nor chilling blaſt ; 'tis, in November, May. 


When laſt I flumber'd I forgot my bed, 


And was in a ſecluded paſſage led; 

There had been verdure, now declining green, 

And dying flowers, and wither'd ſtraw were ſeen ; 
- Suſpicious 
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Suſpicious people, rouſing frightful fear, 

The place was opportune, nor help was near; 

A roſe ] gather'd, but its beauty gone, 

Its leaves dropt off, and fragrancy was none,” 
Not like that roſe, not like that place my mind; 
I wak'd, and left that roſe, that place behind. 
In ſolitude, joy compaſs'd me around, 

And in my boſom Paradi/e I found, 

Nov. 20, 1733+ | 


XVII. 
MORNING HY MN. 


Brzsr be his name, who me again doth raiſe 
With joyful heart to celebrate his praiſe ! 

Before the morning light my heart ſhall ſing, 
And ſweeteſt odours to his altar bring; 

Whilſt yet the ſun diſcloſes not the day, 

Whilſt yet Aurora hides her ſandals grey; 

While darkeſt-yeſted night preſides on high, 
Nor ſtar yet apprehends the morning nigh ; 

While nature ſleeps, the day nor hop'd nor fear'd, 
Nor dog, nor lark, nor lowing oxen heard; 


My voice Salt thou bear in the morning, O Lord, 
in the morning will I direct my prayer unto thee, and 
wwill look up. Pl. v. 3. In the morning ſhall my prayer 
prevent thee, Pf, Ixxxviil. 13. | 

. Not 


1 


Nor ſmoke from cottage, nor the glimm'ring beam, 

To. guide the huſbandman to call his team, 

Is ſeen ; ev'n miſts fleep on their fenny beds; 
The fairy morris yet with caution treads, 

Amidſt this filence I, with buſy thought, 

To praiſe his name, who never ſleeps, am taught; 

My eager muſe me ſtimulates to write, 

Nor ſhall my pencil wait the gleaming light ; 

Nor, to attune his praiſe, ſhall want a voice ; 

I can in filent darkneſs loud rejoice ; 

T can, I will, while God doth life allow, 

Health, vigour, eaſe, joy, gratitude, as now. 

Nov. 20, 1733. 
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XIX. 
virtue endures, though time flies. 


Ys ARS ſixty-ſeven, or very near, 
And what's behind does not appear ; 

A dull account! but yet of courſe 

'Dull as it is, it will be worſe. 

« O time! dear time, my ancient friend, 
_ Whilſt I but ſpeak a word, attend. 

O ſacred! ſhall I rather ſay, 

Or high, and mighty monarch, ſtay ; 
Remember, thou thyſelf muſt die, 

That thou art old as well az I; 
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And if the grave muſt ſwallow me, 

Think thou upon eternity, 

Where thy ſwift wing ſhall move no more, 
*Sunk on the wave, which knows no ſhore, 
But time ſtays not—doſt thou not know, 
I am not wont to uſe thee ſo? 

When thou haſt me advis'd, or chid, 
Have I not done as I was bid; 

Comply'd, though rigid thy commands, 
Exerted heart, and head, and hands; 
Have always been in haſte as thou ? 

In gratitude oblige me now. 


I not command, nor chide, but pray; 


O time, but for a moment ſtay !” 
Time hears not; flies whilſt thus I ſue— 
OO virtue! I apply to you; 


To you, O prudence, I apply; 


You will not, like that tyrant, fly ; 
Accompany with ſmiles the man 
Who will obey you all he can; 
Aſſiſt me to repair what time 
Deſtroys, and thus to conquer him; 


© — 


So to improve, and ſo to taſte 


(Still more than what of life is paſt) | 
What yet remains, that I may fiad 
Another, better life! behind,” 

Nov. 28, 1733. 


Omnia pontus erant, detrant guogus littora ponte, 
Ovid, Met. 
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And all our fields, our hills were bops ; 


( 34 ) 


XX. 


To THE SUN NEAR RISING=—=HARD FROST. 


Aw dar'ſt thou come, thou lordly ſtar, 
Again to roll thy burning car! 

He comes—O Sun, if thou preſume 
Upon thy wonted ſtrength to come, 
Expect to find an enemy, 

Such as thou art not wont to ſee; 

The old confederates, the north 

And eaſt, have led their armies forth, 
The ſloughy ſouth, a very teague, 

Has enter'd deep into the league; 

Firſt they detach'd their ſneaking fogs, 


That enemy thou didſt deſpiſe, 

They quiet ſlept in azure ſkies. 

No ſooner gone that varlet hoſt, 

But pouring on came ſilent froſt ; 

Nor needed re-inforcing wind, 

That body of reſerve's behind. 

Still thou com'ſt on. Now we ſhall know 
What thy monarchal pride c can do. 
Thou com'ſ not now to verdant ſprings, 
Their frozen glaſſy ſurface rings; 

Thou com'ſt not now to flowery green, 
Froſt's univerſal white is ſeen ; ; 

We breathe but hoary air, and none 
But glaſs or ſlone we walk upon; 
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Full happy we, if on the ground Wy 
Our fractur'd bones ſhall not be found. 
What, fog again! O, lord of day, 

Thy heat and majeſty diſplay ; 1 

Relie ve thy ſubjects ſore oppreſt, 

Humble the enemy at leaſt; 

Or blame us not, if we complain, 

Thy burning chariot burns in vain. 

Dec. 1, 1733. 
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XXI. 
TO THE CLOCK. 


O Strike no moxe, thou ſtrik'ſt too faſt, 
Since laſt thou ſtruck'ſt, an hour is paſt; 
If thou art, ſo am I, in haſte. 

With winged ſwiftneſs time doth fly, 

| Aiming at vaſt eternity ; 37 
Ti.iime hath his buſineſs, fo have I. 


Time's work, allotted time will do, 
My taſk I ſhall accompliſh too, 
But I have ten times more in view. 
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So active, vigorous my mind, 
That could I equal pinions find, 
Pd leave ev'n time himſelf behind, 
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I would not wait to-morrow's ſun, 
To-morrow's work ſhould be begun, 
And ere its dawning light, be done, 


Whilſt art and knowledge can be found, 
Pll trace the ſhining circle round | 
Alas! ſoon ends my narrow bound. 

Dec. 2, 1733. 


To Txs CLOCK, sraixtxe. 


Cock! ſtrike no more, impertinent, 
Thy clacking bammer ſtay ! 

What! is the hour of ſeven ſpent ? 
Ves; yonder comes the day. 


wo 


- How many ſevens, and eights, AF nines, 
hou yet for me ſhalt ſound, 
Who knows ? but, as my life declines, 
*Twill not be many a round. 


Once half a million was my due 
Of hours, they now are gone ; 
They lid away, they walk'd, or flew, 
And vaniſh'd one by one. 


Oft 


(2875) 


Oft have I thy ſhrill-ſounding tongue 
Heard clang ; again; again 

And thought thy muſic ſhort or long, 
As pleaſure was, or pain. 


The hour will come when thou ſhalt ring, 
And I no more ſhall hear ; 

Shall be a loſt, a worthleſs thing, 
No hand, no eye, no car! 


Thou ſhalt to others ſound thy bell, 
And they ſhall do like me; 

They too ſhall their laſt number tell, 
Drop, and forgotten be. 


Go on, ſtrike ; I'll ſo manage time, 
That yonder rolling ſun, 

Each ſtar, ſhall hear my conſcience chime, ' 
Reviewing what is done, 


Dec, 2, 1733+ 
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XXIII. 


— — — 


SHUTING MY CHAMBER DOOR AT NIGHT. 
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Come my people, enter thou into thy chambers, and 
ſhut thy doors about thee'; hide e, as it were * a 
Jittle moment. Iſa. xxvi. 20. 


Acan I turn my key, my door is faſt, 

(The night will come when I ſhall turn my laſt) 
Precaution wiſe, this does my reſt ſecure; 

Ah no; but providence divine is ſure. 

Now welcome, thought. How paſs'd the buſy day? 
Self-love be ſilent, honeſt conſcience, ſay ? 
Applaud, condemn, acquit, approve, defend, 

And all, or ill or well, reſolve to mend; 

So ſhall thy thought, ſo ſhall thy ſleep, be ſweet, 
+And thou ſhalt with thyſelf here ain meet. 


Dec. 4, 1733. 
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* My dear father had near twelve happy years to live. 
He died the 29th of May, 1745; tranquil, ſudden, worn- 
out, 
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+ Quid te tibi reddat amicum. 
Hor. Ep. i. 18, 1017. 
Turbam rerum hominumque defiderent, qui ſe pati 


neſciunt ; tibi tecum optime convenit. 
Senec. Nat, Quæſt. Pref, iv. 
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| XXIV. 
SELF-EXAMINATION. 


TI S darkſome ſilent gloom, the new- born day, 
Can yet no un-abortive fign diſplay; 

Dead as the midnight hour, all nature lies, 
Be-winter' d, ſhe no morning vigour tries. 

Guilt, care, grief, pain, their mournful vigils keep, 
But all alive, beſides, profoundly fleep; © 
Abroad all deſert is; the various bed | 
Hides the inactive hand, the dreaming head; 

All but, as mine, men whoſe unweary'd thought 
To meditate, whilſt others ſleep, is taught. 

Now ſay, O man, whom death ere Jong will claim, 
What wilt thou anſwer to the great I Au? 

« *Haſt thou, with modeſt reaſon's careful aid, 
The written oracles of God ſurvoy'd ? 


0 Beloved, believe not every ſpirit, but try the ſpi- 
rits, whether they are of God, becauſe many falſe 


prophets are gone out into the wworld. - John 1. 4, 1. 
For our rejoicing is this, the teſtimony of our conſciences 


that in ſimplicity and godly fincerity aue have had our 
converſation in the world. Cor. ii. 1, 12. 


Revere the world, but 3 moſt revere, 
Thy inmate God, unerring oracle! 


Hercules, 1079. 
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Or, previous, haſt thou taught thyſelf to know, 
If thoſe aſſerted oracles, are ſo ? 

Haſt thou, with heart and hands ſincere and clean, 
Thy various converſation had with men ? | 


 Haſt thou thy dignity maintain'd with care, 
 Rever'd thy ſoul! is God's bright image there? 


Conſcience, canſt thou with head uplift reply ? 

Be filent ſtill, O earth, be dark, O ſky! 

What though no voice be heard, no object ſeen, 
My heart ſhall fing ; *tis mid-day ſun within!“ 
Dae. 


ere 


xx V. 
BE D OIN G. 


Awaxk and fing! What though yet ſilence reigns, 
Nor morning enters yon” etherial plains, | 
'The moon full orb'd doth through the gloom diſplay 
Her filver noon, and ſheds nocturnal day; | | 
Ye curtains, hide not her indulgent ray. 

Awake and ſing ; nature hath flept her due, 

Diana calls, her ſmiling features view 

Thy pencil waits thee. Sing thy chearful ſoul, 


Tis there reſplendent day, from pole to pole. 


To thy hand dictate ſwift the tuneful line, 


Ariſe and ſing; and let that heart of thine 


Which to the world in times to come may ſhine, 
EE Dictate 
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Dictate his praiſe, my heart, his praiſe reſound, 


Who with the mind fincere is in the center found! 


Beyond yon' ſtars, above created (ky, 
Shines here within—O Father, thou art ever nigh.“ 


Dec. 5, 1733. 


His praiſe, who, though he dwells ſupremely high, 


* Though he be not far from every one of us. Acts 
xvii. 27. 1 dwell in the high and holy place; with 
him alſo that is of a contrite and humble heart. Iſa. 
Ivii. 15. Theugh the Lord be high, yet hath br reſpect 
unto the lowly, Pf. cxxxviil. 6. 
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XXVI. 


Early impatience to be in action. 


» 
1 S the true light, the genuine day ! 
The chariot rattles on the way ! 
See yonder cloud, he comes apace, 
Our eaſtward neighbours ſee his face. 


As from tranſcendent brightneſs flows 
The purpled gold, or gilded roſe, 

O haſte, ſupply me with thy light, 

My hand's impatient *till it write. 

My kindled heart is fill'd with praiſe 
To him from whom thou haft thy rays ; 


. See how the ſky, the landſcape glows, 


To 
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To him who gives me that I know, 

And feel, how much to him I owe. . 

Teach me, O ſun! who from thy ſphere 

Doſt ſend thy grateful praiſes here, X 

Obedient rays! may I, like thee, 

With grateful joy obedient be; 

And may this day, in doing well, 

The four and twenty thouſand paſt excel} ! 
Dec. 10, 1733. 


My dear father was born Jan. 12, 1666; ſo that he was 
now 68 years old within a month. | 


XXVII. 


WAITING FOR DAY. 


As re a diamond from the mine 
Is ſhap'd, to make a monarch ſhine, 

A monarch, or a lady fair, 

(Though they themſelves no diamonds are) 

The chips that from the jewel fly, 

A leſs magnificence ſupply. 

The ſun not come, and dark the air, 

I ready in my buſy chair; | 

What ſhall I do, though tis not day ? 

Time will not for the morning ſtay ; 


A jewel 
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4143) 
A jewel that! and he is wiſe, 
Who, knowing what a jewel tis, 
Adortis his foo! with every ſparks, 
With thoughts that glitter in the dark; 
Where nx can ſee, and will approve, 
Who will reward as well as love. 
Dec. 12, 1733. | 
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MORNING PRAISE. 

0 | 

Reezzsms ſleep had long forſook my bed, 

The kindly viſions of the night were fied, 

Fantaſtic nothings, creatures of the brain ! 

But are not monarchs? vaſt deſigns as vain ? 

More ſolid beings, thoughts important flow, 

Thoughts not unworthy that the world ſhould know, 

A doubtful light chears my not chearleſs room 

It is the moon—beloved maid, I come— _ 

Nor long delay'd. Clad, I the ſtairs deſcend, - 

And trace my terrace oft from end to end. 

I fee the hills exchange the moon's'pale ray 

For glowiag light, beam'd from approaching day; 

The orient ſtream along che welkin flows, 

The fading ſtars extinguiſh as it goes; 

Where the grey dawn had dwelt, appears fair blue, 

And hills aud ffelds their open face renew. 
| Unin- 
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*Uninterrupted joy my boſom warms, 
Gladdens with various and ſucceſſive charms ; 
The dawn, meridian day, and darkeſt night 
Supply celeſtial, intellectual light, 

Or intelle&, or ſenſe, or both, their ſtores 
Produce; the treaſure in my boſom pours. 
Thanks to philoſophy ; but thanks much more 
To him, my light, my joy !—my ſoul, adore. 


« Join voices, all ye living ſouls— 
Witneſs if I be filent, morn or even, 
To hill, or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade, 
Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe. 
Hail univerſal Lord!“ 

Dec. 15, 1733. 0 


1 — acitum pertentant gaudia pettus, Virg. 
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XXIX. 


A BAPPY. MAN. 


Hears, vigour, eaſe, and appetite to taſte, 


Enjoying plenty, but not prone to waſte ; 
A mind inform'd of what concerns us moſt, 
And which amuſements leſs ſevere can boaſt ; 


Can beauty ſee in all, and beauty known, 


Can court, can win, and make it all his own. 
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At peace with men, juſt, temperate, and kind, 
On God dependent, to his will reſign'd; 
This man with joy can meet the new-born day, 
The gilded purple, or the moiſt'ning grey; 
When thunder rolls, can bare his fearleſs breaſt, 
And, in the midft of war and tumult, reſt. 
No ſhame perceives, or dreads, no ſecret knows; 
His heart is open, when his face he ſhows, 
Can night's ſevereſt ſcrutiny ſuſtain, | 
Look back, and bleſs the day, not ſpent in vain; 
Fearleſs of harm from men, or from the deep, 
Can dreaming ſmile, whilſt others wake and weep ; 
As infant's ſlumber his; or ſuch, ſo ſweet, 


As thoſe when raptur'd ſaints with angels meet. 


This man hath learn'd to live, can life enjoy, 
And life, prolong'd to Neftor's years, employ ; 
+Can wiſh for more, yet, with a ſteady eye, 


View death's approach; reſign'd, * die. 
Dec. 21, 1733. 


hic murus atnius efto, 


Nil conſcire fibi, nulld palleſcere culps. Hor. 


+ Tentantem majora, fere præſentibus equum. 
Hor. Ep. i. 17. 24. 
lo irretorts ſpectat. O. ii 2. 
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XXX. 


SS YM 


Wur do the birds rejoice and ſing, 
And hop from bough to bough ? 

Why exerciſe the painted wing, | 
And chirp as I do now ? 


Why do the fiſh with wanton fin 


Flicker the ſunny beam ; 
Or ſilent friſk, or glide within 
The weedy, flowery ftream ? 


And you, ye lambkins, why ſo gay 
Amidſt the vernal green ; 

Why ſo rejoice to ſee the day, 
So few as you have ſeen ? 


Life is alive, abounding joy 
Springs, ſeeing ſpring appear, 

They ſmile and laugh, and joke and toy, 
As I do all the year. 


Each morning is a ſpring to me, 


Each new-approaching night ; 
I ev'ry moment pleaſures ſee, 
New pleaſures ſtill invite. 


Repeated 


( 47 ) 
Repeated Joys to me are new, 
I not with joy am cloy'd ; 
If I diſpleaſing objects view, 
New arts can ſuch avoid. 


What though my furrow'd features tell 
Decay appears, or will; 

By what I feel, I know as well 
oy heart's an infant ſtill, 


As gay, as pure of guilty agus, 
Alike from malice free, 
And. as by grey experience taught, 
Far more ſecure than he. 


And mall not gratitude and praiſe 
Flow, as my comfort flows, 

To him who all my years, and days, 
And all their good beſtows ? 


Yes, praiſe him then, my hoary hairs, 
More praiſes daily bring, 

And ev'ry furrow that appears, 
Each minute loudly ſing. 


Dec. 22, 1733. [At. 68.] 


PRAISE 
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XXXI. 
PRAISE OF VIRRT UE. 


O Health of body, joy of mind! the man 
Who theſe obtains, let him the bleſſings prize; 
Let him enjoy and uſe them while he can, 

For endleſs days eternal fate denies, 


Virtue beſtows, and virtue can ſecure, 

A while ſecure, the bleſſings ſhe beſtows ; 

Ev'n virtue's ſelf from fate is never ſure, 

Down time's (ſwift current, all that's human flows. 


But whilſt it lows, delicious is the tide, 

If virtue's flow'rs adorn the lucid ſtream ; 
That man may triumph with becoming pride, 
There's joy, there's immortality for him. 


But whoſe the praiſe ? tis his who virtue gave, 
Who virtue gave, to him the praiſe reſign ; 

*He ſhall thy name from tongues malicious ſave, 
Or, flander'd, virtue's recompence 1s thine, 


| If | Dec. 23, 1733- 


; Wl | | | * Thou ſhalt hide them in the ſecret of thy preſence 
| from the pride of man ; thou ſhalt keep them ſecretly in 
a pavilion from the ftrife of tongues. Pl. xxxi. 20. 
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XXXII. 


The mind is light or darkneſs. . 


Tu E ſhadowy landſcape ſhows no diſtant view, 
Nor moon, nor ſtars, the heavens are bounded too. 
All ſilent is, but bluſt'ring winds, which ſay, 
Black clouds and wet will intercept the day; 
Night reigns around but what is that to me? 
The mind can in the darkeſt dungeon ſee, J 
And, though by chains confin'd, expatiate free; 
Beyond the lightleſs vault a God can find, 
And, in the inmoſt ſoul, a father kind; 
Can feel in chillieſt night the boſom glow, 
And ſee more beauties than bright ſuns can ſhow. 

Walking on my terrace near midnight, | 

Dec. 23, 1733. 
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XXXIIL 
GOD RULES IN ALI. 


| \ y HO ſwept the clouds away, atid bade the deep 
Be ſmooth, the tempeſt in its caverns ſleep, 
Call'd forth the ſtars to readorn the night, 


To chear the ſailor with inſtructive light; 
E. Inſtruc̃ts 
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Inſtructs the morn to wake the world's bright eye, 
To ſtreak with roſy bluſh the eaſtern ſky ? 
Who makes the lion in the foreſt roar ? 
Who calms the fury of the briſtly boar? | 
*Tis he, who, when the nations rage, can ſay, 
Silence!“ nor dares the clamour diſobey ; 
"Tis he, who when tempeſted darkneſs raves, 
When roll aloft the foamy mountain-waves, 
When wars and tumults fright, or when diſeaſe 
Attacks the out-works, does the vitals ſeize ; 
Or when the dolphins on the ocean play, 
And zephyrs mild refreſh the ſummer's day, 
Whiſpers within, to him thy all reſign, 
The Father of the univerſe, and thine.” 

Near midnight, Dec. 24, 1733. 
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XXXIV. 


ALL BRIGHT, IF 30 WITHIN. 


* , b 
Arons, a cleanly hearth, well lit, 
Warm by my fire ſide, | 
Undreſt, compos'd, at eaſe I fit, 
Nor am I unemploy d. 


®. ——Oplendet focus, et tibi munda ſupellex. Hor, 
Abroad 


5 
. Abroad *tis dark, determin'd rain, 
7 All creatures ſhun the air; 
N Yonder are hills, at hand a plain, 
But wind and ſtorm are there, 


What if the world with ills abound, 
I ngratitude and lies, 
If happineſs within be found, 
If calm and bright thoſe ſkies, 


Roar winds, floods rattle down apace, 
From black big-belly'd clouds, 

Let miſchiefs plague the human race, 
And ſollies ſhoal in crowds ; 


That man, in his integrity 
Secure, unbent his brow, 
Rejoices, though alone like me, 

Loves God as I do now. 
Dec. 27, 1733. 


Compare this with Horace's famous twenty - ſecond ode 
of the firſt book, 
Integer wite, ſeeleriſque purus, &c. 
As my father knew nothing of that, and it is a ſally of the 
ſame kind, let another, leſs partial, ſay if it is inferior, and 
where, and how. ; | 
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Look there, extended pale, «the carcaſe lies, 
The hand inactive, ſunk and dark the eyes; 

O ghaſtly ſhroud, conceal the once-lov'd face ; 
Retire, my friends, and ſhun the irkſome place; 
Shut cloſe the coffin, drive the ſealing nail, 

Soon will the grave draw the concluding veil; 

For ever loſt to light, to human ſenſe; 

What now remains, but not to give offence ? 

But let his unpolluted name ſurvive, 0 

Be fragrant in the hearts of thoſe who live; 
Defects forgotten, virtues copy'd fair, 

For crimes let thoſe vile tongues allege that dare. 
Whether ſurviving gratitude ſhall weep, 

Or what was he in cold oblivion ſleep, 

His works are finiſh'd, the great voice is heard, 
« *Well done, receive ſincerity's reward.“ 


Jan. 7, 1733-4. 


* Well done, thou good and faithful ſervant. 
| Matt. xxv. 21, 
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XXXVI, 
MORNING SACRIFICE. 


'To meet the ſun I could not lay, 
I haſted to ſalute the day, | 
Aurora gliding through the air, 
Through the chill, gloomy vapours there; 
She balmy influences ſhed, | 
And goblins, ſprites, and fairies fled ; 
Whilſt I—inactive was I? No; 
My mind as buſy was below; 
But how? I, with accuſtom'd praiſe, 
To him who thus renews my days, 
Incenſe the morning, purify - 
My heart, and emulate the ſky ; 
Reſolve the ſetting ſun ſhall ſee, 
As bright as now the morning, me. 
Alike I feel my ſoul improve 
In humble joy and ardent love; 
Mean while my ſenſe not fails to tell, 
The bloom is fair, the flowers ſmell ; 
Nor ſilent is the briar ſweet, 
_ Whilſt gladly I its fragrance meet. 
It ſays, * This world, though thorns are found, 
Does, to the wiſe, with ſweets abound; 
Only beware, and be not cloy'd, 
Enjoy the good, the thorn avoid.” 
But yonder mounts the joyous ſun 
My morning ſacrifice is done. 
April 8, 1734. E 3 A SPRING 
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XXXVII. 


A SPRING MORNING PRAISE, 


Jovous I walk, and gaze around, 

Survey the ſky, and trace the ground ; 

Aloft, thin ſummer clouds are ſeen, 

Below, the dewy, vernal green ; 

The buildings, trees, and meadows fair, 

Are ting'd with gold, and azure air; 

Light miſts along the valleys rove, 

Perfum'd with cowſlips on they move; 

To humble hills they dare aſpire, 

Such are obſcur'd, but not the higher, 

Inſulting they, with ſunny beams, 

Defy their lazy ſhort-liv'd ſtreams. 

Mean while the birds, the cattle play, 

And I as merry am as they; 

But with a higher note extol 

Our God, creator of us all, 

Commanding friend, paternal king ; 

My heart, my voice, my muſe ſhall ſing. 
April 10, 1734. 1 
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XXXVIIL 
MORNING HYMN. 


W HERE ſhall I find expreſſive words to ſay, 
How thee I praiſe, and love, O Lord of day! 
Thy face with joy, each morning, I behold, 

In the grey miſts, in clouds new-deck'd wich gold, 
In the fair azure, when the landſcape ſhows 

The hills appearing, as the day-ſpring flows; 
Each flower, each leaf, each ſpire of glaſs I ſee, 
Each ray of light, earth, ſky, are parts of thee ! 
Teach me in various numbers, and ſublime, 

In words ſpontaneous, proſe, and lofty rhyme, 


Teach me to all thy praiſes to impart, 


Let my glad tongue and pen diſplay my heart. 

O world ! my language impotent you hear, 

What my ſoul feels within, can ne'er appear; 

There glows an inexpreſſive, filent praiſe; 

The furnace warms, denying yet the blaze. 
April 10, 1734. | 


XXXIX. 
PRAISE IN ALL CHANGES. 
Tim early ſpring invites her gaudy bloom, 


No ill ſuſpecting, forth the bloſſoms come; 
Wa, | E4 X The 
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The buds, mature for light, expand their ſweets, 
The chearful verdure its glad kindred meets ; 
The ſun rejoices in his offspring dear, 
Believes, is now ſecure the vernal year ; 
No leſs rejoice the animated throng, 
Alike the rapture, various though the tongue. 
*Unmuſical the cuckow's note is heard ; 
By Philomel's the woods and ſprays are chear'd ; 
J too rejoice ; the ſeaſon is my theme, 
Earth, water, ſky, the bright, the warming beam. 
Comes the chill north, the inauſpicious eaſt, 
Mercileſs harpies ! they defile the feaſt. / 
The heavens no more their azure glories boaſt, 
In clouds, black miſts, and healthleſs vapours loſt. 
Silent the birds, the reſt nor bleat, nor neigh, 
Low not the herds, and ſhun their awkward play ; i 
Nor celebrate the dawn, nor purpling day ; 
Even I complain, I who am wont to praiſe, 
And to all weathers conſecrate my lays ; 
To the meridian ſplendor, ſolemn night, 
Tho? chief, when heav'n and earth receive the rifing 

light : „„ 
And will; my verſe, philoſophy, and wit, 
Shall teach my heart for ever to ſubmit; 
To magnify, adore, and bleſs that name; 
The God, who in all ſeaſons is the ſame, 

This was a little compliment, en paſſant, to Mr, Pope, 
| who ſaw ſeveral of theſe with great ſatisfaction, and de- 
\ fired to ſee many more; but my father was hardly prevailed 
on to ſhew them to any but me. My father had often 
called himſelf the cuckow, and Mr, Pope the nighitingale. 
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Equally 
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Equally wiſe, or eaſt, or weſt the wind, 
Equally king, alike a father kind !— 
And doſt thou ſing, my chamber-warbler ? thou 
Haſt learn'd of me, I ſing without the bough. 
Shut in our cages, we our notes will join, 
Though yours moſt ſweet, though unharmonious mine, 


April 24, 1734. 
ANY AS AN A A A A I Ay A 


XL, 


ALL SUBJECT TO DECAY. 


VI languid flow'rs, who now before me ſtand, 
Late brightly warm'd, and waving, ſweetly fann'd, 
When I rejoicing robb'd the ſmiling field, 

Your beauties faded ; you no fragrance yield. 
Forgive the rape, If you decay, muſt die, 

Look upon me, nor gay, nor fragrant I; 

' Haſting as you, whate'er hath been our pride, 
Deformity, and loathſome ſtench to hide. 


April 24, 1734. 


Dixeris egregie, notum fi callida verbum 
Reddiderit jundtura nouum. Hor, A. P. 47. 
But if in words, how much more in things? This thought 
1s moſt common and trite, but the turn is quite new and 
ſtriking. I believe that a reader of taſte will mark many 
inſtances of this throughout theſe little eſſays. 
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XLI. 
ENJOY IMPERFECTION. 
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| O Ever lov'd, ye fields, ye woods, ye ſtreams, 
Wiſh'd for awake, vp enjoy'd in dreams; 
Had in the day, my darkling thought purſues 
What, while poſſeſs'd, employ'd my raptur'd muſe, 
And why not conſtantly the ſenſes pleaſe 
With hills, with rivers, gardens, flowers and trees ? 
I will—but where the place ? the manner, how ? | 
And yields that life conveniences as now ? | 
A train of theſe preſent themſelves in view, 
And frowning ſay, ** Then be it ſo; adieu. 
Will fields, and woods, and ſtreams ſuch friends 
afford, | 
Such help at need, ſo well ſupply'd a board; 
Such kind amuſements, when the winter's day 
Fled, leave us little or to do, or ſay ; 
When buſineſs calls, will they the journey take, 
Or will you ſafety loſe for pleaſure's ſake ?” 
My rural proje& now appears leſs fair, 
And the town happineſs confirms me there. 
Be both poſſeſs'd, enjoy'd !—It ſhall be fo. 
But, in perfection, now, I neither know. 
% Perfection! and is that your real ſcheme ?” 
It is. Reſerve it only for a dream; 
Be that your portion, when by fancy taught; 
When reaſon governs, this will be your thought. 
| "Tis 
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'Tis vain with things impoſſible to ſtrive ; 
Who knows to want, he only knows to live. 
What can be had, poſleſs ; enjoy awake; 
The reſt let ſleep ſupply, let fancy take. 
Thus we have all, and thus we only can, 
And thus is joyous all the vital ſpan.” 

April 26, 1754: 


My father had always a great deſire of ending his life in 
2 country retirement, and at this time had a project of 
putting this deſire in execution; and had carried it fo far 
as to declare that he would let his houſe in Queen-ſquare. 
The above are ſome of the objections his good old friend 
Lord Chief Juftice Eyre came to him on purpoſe to propoſe 
to his W 


XLII. 


Occafioned by the early finging of a Canary-bird. 


O Doſt thou call, ſweet warbler! brought from far? 
Thy notes my ſleep-demanding eyelids raiſe, 

My drowzy ſenſes, glad thy ſummons hear ; 

Will join with thee in our creator's praiſe, 

Who thus continues length'ning on our days. 


But 
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But triumph not, though I, this lovely morn, 

Part of the ſleep, I nature ow'd, have paid; 

How oft have I thy tedious ling'ring borne, q 
To rob thee of thy amorous dream afraid, 
Impatient waiting for thy waking ſtay d? 
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Come, let us ſing, our melodies unite, 

Let us together greet that azure ſky, 

Thoſe clouds, or purple, yellow, grey, or white, 
Which quiet wait the riſing ſun, on high, 

Or, miſty-ſtooping, ſwift to meet him, fly. 


o 
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« J thank, I praiſe his goodneſs, who beſtows 

His bounties, countleſs as yon' golden flowers, 

As graſs luxuriant which among them grows, 
Call'd by the genial beam, refreſh'd by ſhowers ; 
You' ſky and clouds, thoſe hills, trees, fields are ours,” 


My ſong is done, ſing thou, I glad attend 
Bravo! again; ſtill raiſe thy ſhrilleſt voice ; 
Proceed, tis heavenly ſweet, ſtill on, my friend, 
J liften pleas'd, I filently rejoice, 

To hear, and not to ſing, is now my choice. 


Nor ſhall my pleaſure with thy mulic ceaſe, 

Tis muſic here, tis harmony within; 

Health, vigour, rapture, innocence and peace ; 
'Theſe, whilſt thy notes were rais'd, have buſy been, 
And, when thy carol ceaſes, ſhall begin. 


Sing, pretty bird, let us in chorus join ; 
dweet as thine is, my ſong's more ſweet than thine; 


April 30, 1734+ 
Happy 


Come clouds, come rain, come tempeſt, what care I? 


With joy celeſtial be that region clear, | 
Come what will come abroad, I not complain nor fear. 


( oa 3 


XLIII. 


Happy whatever is abroad, if pleaſed withins 


} y H ſhould I, chamber'd with the muſes, ſtay? 
I went, the muſes dancing led the way, 
Call'd by the various ſweets of early May. 


All joyous now whate'er I view'd abroad, 
And, as within, apparent was the God ; 
Exulting I, each look, each ſtep I trod. 


Not but I ſaw, or judg'd I ſaw, the ſky 
Hint, and almoſt pronounce, a change was nigh 


Unchang'd my healthful mind, let peace be there, 


May 2, 1734. 
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XLIV. 


USE OF MY WRITING. 


Y Y HEN I am landed on that unknown ſhore, 


Where numbers of my friends are gone before, 
(Whether poſſeſſing now a dull repoſe, 

Or joy or miſery, what mortal knows ?) 
Some, of the multitudes who ſtill purſue, 

May peradventure theſe my pictures view; 
(For here, alone examining my breaſt, 

Are my ſoul's lineaments with care expreſt,) 
What will they ſay —I neither know, nor fear, 
So they will learn from them to be fincere, 

So they will learn (rememb'ring well, that me 
They too muſt follow,) what they ought to be. 


Alone, as oft I am, ('tis my delight) 
T think, and think, and what I think, I write. 
The naked thought, an-unſubſtantial ſhade, 
Embody'd thus, a living creature's made 
It elſe had wander'd in the air ; at moſt 
It had to all but to myſelf been loſt ; 
Perhaps had by myſelf forgotten been; 
Not ſo, ſubſtantial now, tis felt, 'tis ſeen; 


A faithe 


1 


A faithful friend, a monitor, a guide, 
And always ready to applaud, or chide. 
Learn thou of me this neceſſary art, 
To write I not pretend, but mend the heart. 


May 3, 1734+ 


000000000 0000000000000 000000000000000000000 
XL. 
HAPPY AT HOME, 


Tuns year no ſweeter morning ſhall beſtow 
Than yeſterday's ; the caſe is alter'd now ; 
With clouds, with northern blaſts the air is fill'd, 
The ſan is hid, and vernal nature child ; 
So is my muſe—but yet my muſe can ſay, 
My mind enjoys the warmeſt ſummer's day, 
The zephyr's verdure, and the bloom of May. 
Behind yon' clouds a ſan ſerenely bright, 
For ever ſhines, Say, Muſe, and ſhall I write? 
There is a ſun which yet can brighter ſhine, 
And ſhine inceſſantly—that ſun is mine! 

May 3, 173. 
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Nevertheleſs be lift not himfelf without a wvitneſs; 
in that be did good. Acts xiv. 17. 


„ ' k 
O Why ſhould man complain! man, tell me why, 

Is there no beauty in you? vaty'd {ky ? 

On earth's wide boſom do no flow'rets grow, 

From the freſh ſprings no placid waters flow? 

The ocean-waves, the ſoft ſalubrious air, 

Is there no majeſty, no fragrance there ? 

Doth not each reed, each oak, each animal, 

To thee for gratitude inceſſant call? 

Dew-dropping dawn, Aurora purpled bright, 

Meridian ſplendor, cool declining light, 

The moon ſurrounded with unnumber'd ſtars, 

And balmy fleep triumphant o'er our cares. 

Doth not all nature call to thee aloud, 

Rejoice, O man ! thy great creator's good, 

Hath bountifully giv'n, nor leſs he knows 

Still to ſupply, and wiſely to diſpoſe ; 

Will hear ſincerity ſubmiſſive pray, 

And aſk no more returns than thou can'ſt pay! 


* Wherefore doth a I ving man complain ? Lament. 
iii. 39. The fooliſhneſs of man perverteth bis way, 
and his heart fretteth againſt the Lord, Prov, xix. 3. 


Doſt 


{ 6 ) 


Doth not unbounded thought thee entertain ? 

Are ſenſes, paſſions, giv'n to thee in vain ? 

Is reaſon's voice not heard, or underſtood ? 

And is not hope a certain, preſent good? 

Doth conſcious virtue no delight allow, 

None ! that thou thus can'ſ think, and write, as now ? 
The age of gold, as ancient poets' ing. 

Was a rich harveſt in eternal ſpring; 

No chilling blaſt of grief, black-ſighted care, 

Or fear, miſ-judging of the gods, was there; 

But human life, enjoyment ſtill in bliſs ” 
Be good, be wiſe, and ſuch a life is this; | 
Devoutly ev'ry point of time employ, ; 

And all thy good with-temperance enjoy; 

On God repoſe ; the univerſal All, | 

If thou art unſecure, unbleſt, muſt fall. 0 


May 5, 1734. 


* | If this fail, 
The pillar d ſumament is rottenneſs, * 
And earth's baſe built on ſtubble. 

Milt. Maſk, 606. 
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xLvn. 
ALL IS OURS. 


Wosz hills are thoſe, whoſe tops are now ſo 


fair, | 


That plain, thoſe trees, thoſe fields, thoſe buildings 


there ? 
Whoſe flowery meadows, where yon' cattle play? 
Thoſe cattle, birds, that ſky, and whoſe are they ? 


All are my property, I claim them all, 


Me to enjoy them they inceſſant call ; 
I gladly hear, and all my ſoul employ 
To praiſe the giver, and the gift enjoy. 
May 7, 1734- | 
* 
2 


XLVII. 
Evi COMPANY CORRUPTS, 
A dream at Sutton, 
7 1 it is a dream 
I am about to tell; 


But if you apprehend a whim, 
You apprehend not well. C 


10 


"Ty 
I ſaw a lilly white and fair, 
It had admirers ſtore ; 


Its fragrancy perfum'd the air, 
But ſhall perfume no more, 


*Twas dirty now, and ſadly foul'd, 


(Such lilly I ne'er ſaw) | 
As in the duſt it had been roll'd; 
My noſe turn'd up, cry'd, faugh ! 


Faſt by the flower a dirt-hill ſtood, 
The wind had blown the ſtuff, 

And all beſmear'd its lilly-hood, 
So belles are daub'd with ſnuff. 


Beware your company, thought I, 
Would you be ſweet and pure; 
Would you adorn the earth and ſky, 

Your lilly-bloom ſecure. 


What pity *twas a flower which ſmil'd, 
When op'ning to the ſun, | 
Should be ſo odiouſly defiPd, 
And all its praiſes gone ! 


July 1, 1734: 
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XLIX. 


ADVANTAGE OF DEVOTION. 


Sitting on a ſtile between Cheam and Sutton. 


f | 
Ti S pleaſant all! the open hills, or glade, 

The corny field, or field for fallow laid, 

The graſſy freſhneſs, or the various green 

Of boughs, the ſky and orient beams between ; 
Blue miſts, or azure heaven, or glaring ſun, 
Proclaiming loud the harveſt-day begun. 

The diſtant proſpect, or the eye confin'd, 

The boſom'd ſacred *ſpire, the village kind; 
Autumnal fruit and flowers, domeſtic brood, 

'The rook, the dove, or notes that chear the wood, 
The breezy whiſpers, and the fanning air, 

The cloud that ſkreens me from the ſcorching glare. 
Delicious all! but whence? if guilt, or ſhame, 
Grief, perturbation, doubt, fear, paſſion's flame, 
Refide, within; all glooms the bright'ning ſky, 


And darkneſs hides each lovely obje nigh. 


But innocent, or purify'd the hand, 

The paſſions cool, or ſubject to command, 

The fowl poſſeſs'd with thoughts of God ſublime, 
Seeing, adoring, prailing, loving him, 


Sutton, where he wag Men, and ever, a welcome gueſt 
to the kind, hoſpitable family of Mrs. Metcalfe. 
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( 69 ) 
"Tis this gives beauty, this delight beſtows, 
And, in a wilderneſs, an Eden ſhows ; 
A joy, which unexperience never knows! 
Still, all to him moſt beautiful will prove, 
| Whoſe eye is taught to ſee, whoſe muſe to love. 
Early morning, Aug. 5, 1734. 


SSO e 0 9 9 38925 0 


. 


On firft ſceing the Morning Star returned. Obx. 


Acan the morning ſtar is mine, 
Again, I glad ſalute his ray. ; 

O faireſt planet! light divine! 
Where haſt thou dwelt ſo long away? 


On earth we no ſuch beauty ſee; 
Yours, O ye other planets fair 
Ye fixed ſtars unnumber'd, ye 
A beauty far inferior ſhare, 


And thou, O ſun! whoſe beams are nigh, 
Aſſerting, as they come, thy claim, 
Not fo tranſcendent ſweet thy eye, 
Though more refulgent be thy flame. 


F 3 O So- 


(OY) 


O Sovereign Lord of day! thy throne 
We reverence, tis thine the beam; 
So Marlborough did Anna own, 

Her brightneſs brighteſt yet in him! 


"Y 
& 


Majeſtic terror comes along 
When thy fierce ſplendor awes the ſky ; 
My morning ſtar excites the ſong, 
Invites and chears the raviſh'd eye. 


This ſtar which now with joy I gaze, 
What is its ſubſtance ? is it ſure 
Tt from that ſun derives its rays, 
Or from another ſun more pure ? 


Thy pearly urn, whence has it drawn, 
From what celeſtial fountain bright ? 
Or are thoſe rays the dewy dawn 

Of heaven's own everlaſting light ? 


Still as my eye ſalutes thee, give, 
O lovelieſt ſtar ! this noble thought, 
That how to think, and how to live, 
I may excited be, and taught. 


That I in thy ſweet beams may lave 
My hands, and purify my heart; 
That I, like thee, no ſpot may have, 
And be as lovely as thou art. 


Alas, 


*h 
bo 
{ 


1 
Alas, inanimate art thou; 
The ſoul is pure by reaſon's light, 
Though clad with imperfection now, 
"Tis pure in our great Father's fight. 


As ſuch, that ſoul ſhall far outſhine 

Thy earthy gleam, far higher ſoar ; 

Aſſert its nature all divine, 

And riſe when thou ſhalt be no more. 
Aug. 6, 1734. 


LI. 


THE MORNING STAR. 


N IGHT's ling'ring ſkirts, nor unſalubrious air, 
Forbid my terrace walk; behold me there, 

In miſts envelop'd, heavy on yon' lawn; 

But thoughts aſcend, . the ſoul aloft is drawn 

By a more potent, efficacious beam 


Than hovers now upon the ocean's brim. 


Nor ſtays on earth my plad aſpiring eye, 

Which meets Diana's fading chariot high, 

But yonder ſhines, though with diminiſh'd ray, 
My brighteſt ſtar, companion of the day ! 

Aye, there thou art, fair planet ! mild thy brow! 


Apollo's flaming beam's unwelcome now. 


F4 Doubly 


EF I I 

Doubly oppreſs'd with glory, (now conſpire 
»The lord of day and queen of night) 'retire— 
Ere long I'll meet thee, ſovereign then alone 
More lovely ſhining than they ever ſſſone. 
Behold the ſun ! now half his orb, now more, 
(+The flaming wheels are rattling om the ſhore,) 
Bids the moon haſte, extinguiſhes her light; 
She's left a miſty ſpot of uſeleſs white. | 
Where is my Ferns? fled ! adieu; ere long 

Pl1 meet thy ſway, ſurrounded with a throng 

Of thouſand ſuns; nor ſhall I fear to loſe 

'Thy face in beams more bright, or miſts, or dews. 
Both now, and then, and ever will I raiſe 

My heart to him, his holy name will praiſe, 


Lord of ſun, moon, and ſars,—and thy diſtin- 


guiſh'd rays ! 
Aug. 8, 1734. 


* Siderum regina Luna, Hor. Carm. Sec. 387 4 
+ Sonum inſuptr emergentis audiri, Cc. Tacit. de 
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CIlinering the ſtars, the moon retir'd, 
The ſun as ſaſe as I deſir'd, 

Unclouded was the eaſtern ſy. 

And Phoſphorus, I knew, was nigh. 


Adieu, my bed, enough of reſt ; 
My ſelf immediately was dreſt. 
* ſaw my Pho/pborus, but he 
Was ſcarcely riſen from the ſea 
No cloud, but exhalation, now 
Hung on his planetary brow. 


Again my bed receives me, yet 
Reſolv'd my morning ſtar to meet, 
I ſleep again; I dream and doze, 
Again I wax'd, and gladly roſe. 


O brighteſt flame! O pureſt light! 
O thou refulgent ſun of night! 


Lack Bo 


* TI ſaw my Venus now, but ſhe”—in the original. 


I have changed it, becauſe, though the morning and 
evening ſtar be the ſame, yet the idea is confounded by 
naming them indifferently ; but above all, as his morning 
appearance is ſo gloriouſly compared to the MESSIAH. 


+ Aunue fidereo Ita ſupercilio, Claud. Carm. x1. 58. 
Or, 
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Or art thou ſtar ? the ſtars appear, 
Sure they but imitations are: 
We triumph in thy placid ray, 
Too weak our eyes for brighter day. 
So, in this night of nature, we 


/ A mediatorial glory ſee, 


* 


Rejoicing in the filial beam, 

Secur'd and comforted by him, | 
Till at the dread archangel's call, 

'This fabric of the heavens ſhall fall, 


{ And light paternal ſhall be all in all. 

| Aag. 27, 1734- 
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| y x HAT golden circle riſes to my fight, 
With roſy beams diſpenſing growing light ! 
Behold, the azure ſhares a nobler dye, 
The clouds partake, and deck the ſmiling ſcy, 
While earth its verdant pride, with joy, diſplays, 
All nature glad receives the warming blaze ; 
Away the miſt ſcuds ſoft with pearly wing ; 
The hills appear; the woods, the valleys fing. 


What 


(993 

What is that orb, that globe of treaſur'd day 1, 
Its magnitude, its ſubſtance, virtues ? ſay. 
What is this world, where we delight to dwell, 
Of which the wiſeſt men ſach wonders tell? 
Trod by innumerable nations ; ſtor'd 
With what the blended elements afford ; 
Eternal change, variety till ſweet, 


Or when the atoms ſeparate, or meet! 


How vaſt the zone encompaſſing this round! 
How deep deſcend- we ere its center's found ! 
The great idea trains the lab'ring thought 
He this to yonder bright aſcender brought, 
Place them together in yon' ample blue, 
| Meaſure their circles, as they ſtand in view, 
O how diminiſh'd now! an orb how ſmall! 
There mounts the cupola, and here the ball: 
Weigh them againſt each other; in the ſcale 
A thouſand thouſand earths will ſcarce prevail, 
Millions of burning tat there appear, 
Vaſt as the moon, or all our empires here; | 
Teneriffi, as ſpacious as our hemiſphere, 
Hark the tumultuous bellow when they pour 
The torrent flame; ſee it forſakes the ſhore, 
Unquench'd the fire invades the ocean wide, 
The ocean drives it-ſelf a burning tide, | 
Unfathomably deep! behold the plains 
Of ſolid fire; fire fills the hidden veins, 

Each vein a Ganges, an Atlantic flood; | 
Flame is its ſubſtance, flame its fervent blood; ; 
What is, and whence ſupply'd its needful food ! 


And 


1 


And what this fire is, who, what mind can know, 
Which, at this diſtance, makes earth's boſom glow, 
Gives light, gives life to all, to worlds remote, 
Numberleſs leagues, with pain attain'd by thought ! 
And who can comprehend, what is that all, 
Poſſeſſing life, each plant, each animal, 

Enormous bulk !—miraculouſly ſma!l ! 

Their forms, powers, faculties; their number, who 
Can comprehend ; each ſtill producing new ? 
Inviſible are molt, but lately known, 

Nor can their parts by all our {kill be ſhown ; 

What fire is this! the fre our ſenſe perceives, 

Of this celeſtial, faint ideas gives; 

Such fire whole 4/pine rocks would melt; broughtnigh, 
Mountains of diamonds would as vapours fly. 

Nor is its rapid whirl amazing leſs, 

Too weak the mind, though figures ſhould expreſs, 
How the idea ſwells ! ſtupendous ſun ! 

What creature this! yet this is ſtill but one, 

One of thoſe myriads ; which all know their way, 
Supply the univerſe with heat and day; 

This ſun with all the vaſt expanſe compare, 

This orb immenſe is but a twinkling ſtar. 

And what is all to him, the Lord of all, 

Who ever rul'd, who rules, and ever ſhall ! 

Who fills immenſity, 1s ever near, 

Is equally in worlds remote, and here! 

Smiling on all with love parental, uz 

Views every creature; not forgetting me. 


Him 


( 99.3 


To him reſign, Almighty! wiſeſt ! beſt ! 
Praiſe him with me, O ſun ! his name be ever bleſt ! 
Sept. 11, 1734. 


Him now I ſee; him feel within my breaſt; | 


Though he be not far from every one of us; for in him 
ave live and move and have our being. Acts xvii. 27» 
God is love, 1 John iv. 8. The very hairs of your 
head are numbered. Matt. x. 30. I dwell in the high 
and holy place ; with him alſo that is of a contrite and 
humble ſpirit, Iſa. Ivii. 15. 
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LIV. 


M1 OA N IN 6. 


F IRST the grey dawn; then ſoft the mellow ing xy: 
The ſaffron'd eaſt declares the ſun is nigh. 

Ye fires of heaven, wherefore ſo ſwift away ; 

O Phoſphorus ! O morning planet, ſtay! 

Fly ye blue miſts, the ſtars themſelves are fled, 
The miſts, awaken'd, leave their flowery bed. 

Why in the weſt yet lingers night's dull train? 

It moves, nor even there the birds complain; 

All jocund now the woods, the thickets ring, 
Each pearly leaf glads the diurnal ſpring; 
The duſky hills receive the roſeat gleam, -. 
From yon” ſmooth lake aſcends the filent ſteam. 


Azur'd 
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Azur'd the heavens, the verdant fields appear; 
Behold new day inveſts the hemiſphere ! 

*The early breeze touches the willing leaves, 
All nature day's ſweet influence receives. 
There! there's the ſun ! ſee his aſcending rays, 
The total orb begins the lordly blaze! 

I ſhout for joy ; up mounts devout my praiſe. 


Sept. 15, 1734 


The pauſe finely expreſſes the ſmart touch of the ſweet 
morning breeze, and ſtrengthens and varies the verſe. 


LV. 


Man's LIFE NOT vanitY. Op. 


F OR ever gone is yeſterday, 
With days a thouſand ages paſt; 
The ſame I ſhall to-morrow ſay 
Of this, if this be not my laſt, 


To-morrow who can call his own ? 
"Tis his no more than millions hence; 
The preſent, while we think, 1s gone; 
What emptineſs ! what indigence ! 


From day to day, and ſtep by ſtep, 
We live, and live, and journey on, 
At length we take the fatal leap ; 
The gaudy, ſwelling bubble's gone, 
But 


C 99 3 
But ſtill we're buſy ; ill the head, 
The hand, the heart will enterprize, 
Will proſecute ; till onward led, 
Conceiting we are great and wiſe; 


We gay and reſolute begin, 

Touch and retouch, and more deſign, 
Our web, inſenſible, we ſpin, 
Uncertain hope draws on the line, 


Yet any fingle moment may 
Immortaliſe the ſounding name; 
Shall this be conſecrated, ſay, 
To honour'd, or deteſted fame? 


To happineſs, or miſery, 

Which on this moment may depend? 

The ill to ſhun be wiſe to try, 

The good to purchaſe, O my friend. 
Sept. 23-24, 1734 
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LVI. 


BETTER ENJOYMENTS. 


N ES, gen'rous orb of day, ſpread forth thy rays, 


Let all the ſky and earth receive the blaze ; 
Not now, as when the long-extended day 
Dreaded the ſcorching of thy ardent way ; 


Fierce 
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Fierce blaſt from northern dungeon's brazen doors, 


Or from the more tormenting eaſtern pours ; 
Or chilling damps, or fogs unclean invade 
Our fields, and heaven itſelf is wrapt in ſhade. 
In vain I call ; the hopeful gleam expires, 
The ſmiling ſun ſhows half-extinguilh'd fires, 


And more and more Aurora's roſy cheek 


Sickens, and bids us other comforts ſeek ; 


Autumnally deceives our hopes! revive, 


O muſe, thy ſong; bright in my boſom live; 

Live praiſing him, rejoicing, who beſtows 

Pleaſures, the ſun nor propagates, nor knows. 
Sept. 27, 1734. 
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: LVII. 
SAFETY IN G OD: 


Tur years come on, at length will come my laſt, 
Perhaps tis this, but all will ſoon be paſt, 

My portion had in this uncertain ſtate; 

What other is, or none, reſerv'd by fate, 

Who knows ? I all in vain enquire ; but why? 
Unſafe in everlaſting arms am I? 1 
Why not in future worlds, as this, ſecure ? 

Of heaven's paternal goodneſs always ſure ! 


Oc. 6, 1734. | &" 
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LVIII. 
n 


5 my mind, each day a different ſky, 
A different landſcape entertains my eye. 
A roſy, miſty, froſty morning, now 
Receives my meditation, and my vow. 
Apollo comes, Diana juſt appears, 
Venus is hid among the vulgar ſtars; 
My God, whom all the univerſe implores, 
And, though a various idol form'd, adores, | 
Into my breaſt his ſaving knowledge pours. 
Without, is ſeen, is felt the year's decay ; 
Within, rich Augu/?, ever blooming May; 
Continu'd reſignation, praiſe, and joy 
My years, my days, my heart, and pen employ, 
And ever will; 'tis my fincere decree ; 
*May thoſe above, with theſe of mine agree! | 
Where God emboſom'd is, religion pure, = 
Life's wint'ry ulls receive a ſpeedy cure; | 
Sweet there as paradiſe, as heaven ſecure. 

Strict purity of life, and love to all, 

Theſe are my rites, and thus on God I call. 


Hæc cedo ut admoveam ſuperis, et farre litato. Perl. 

| * Who bath ſaved and called us=—not according to 

our works, but according to his own purpoſe and grace. 

2 Tim. i. 9. To them who are the called according to 

lis purpoſe. Rom. viii. 28. | 
| | G Trut 


( 82 ) 


£2; 


True excellence 982 obſcure to US, 


8 fix'd ſtar, Plebeian though it ſeem, 
No teleſcope's regard, no poet's theme, 

Almoſt an uſeleſs ornament of night ! 

Shines not with barren, planetary light ; 

With beams original inveſted, they 

Deal forth to worlds, unkaowing us, their day. 


To us unwiſe, how many names obſcure, 
Deſpis'd, and, in the world's opinion, poor, 
Are bright, ate beautiful, are rich, are great, 
And patiently their retribution wait. 
The recompence delays not, if within 
Shines the celeſtial influence, ard is ſeen ; 
*Though they, by purblind men, un- noted are, 
If angel ſongs their worthineſs declare— 
Or though celeſtial tongues ſhould filent be, 
There is an eye which never fails to ſee. 

Oct. 20, 1734+ 


* Satis ſunt mibi pauci, ſatis eff unus, ſatis eſt nullus. 
Senec. Ep. 7. 

Mea quidem conſcientia plaris eff quam omnium bomi- 
num ſermo. Cic. Attic, xii. 28. 
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LX. 


IMPUTED GOODNESS®* 


Benorp what am I? what can I command ? 
Of reaſon dim, and impotent of hand ; 


* My father's account of his own perſon is merely the 
picture of his modeſty, and indifference for that ſort of 
merit; but by no means of his perſon itſelf ; for he was 
very remarkable for being a very handſome old man, (his 
complexion fair, clear, and warm to the laſt !*) as he had 
been a very handſome young one; both which appear now 
ſufficiently by his pictures. And he was as often remarked, 
by numbers of people now alive, for having the true air of 
a gentleman, with an unaffeRed dignity of appearance and 
motion; and has very frequently been taken, at a little 
diſtance, for Mr. Wilks, by thoſe who only knew Wilks 
on the ſtage. He was alſo noted for the perpetual cleanneſs 
of his perſon and dreſs, and the agreeable tone of his voice, 
as well as happy choice of words and expreſſions ; which 
laſt were ſo remarkable, that it was often ſaid by men of 
learning, as well as men of the great world, that they be- 
lieved his relations and ſtories (the clearneſs, ſimplicity and 
fpirit of which were always admired) would bear printing 
without correction. And theſe too came eaſy, as never to 
want either repetitions or pauſes, to ſeek for words or ſenſe. 


® & Thine age ſhall be clearer than the noon-day; 
thou ſhalt ſhine forth, thou ſhalt be as the morning.” 


Job. xi. 17. And he was this, for he had EIN 
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No featur'd beauty prides my ancient face, 
No lovely form, nor hath my motion grace. 
But what if I another picture ſhew'd, 

Had all the charms in youthful angels view'd; 


If nature only ſhone, deformity 


Alone would meet the underſtanding eye; 
But, God diſcern'd, my works are worthy praiſe, 
My mind reverberates what reaſon ſays; 
Pleas'd with myſelf, with hands uplift, and eyes, 
To him I offer the glad ſacrifice ; 
He ſees himſelf, his lively image he 
Approves ; approves himſelf impreſs'd on me; 
And me accepts; in him ſecure I joy, 
For him will all I am, or can, employ. 

OZ. 20, 1734. 


7 


$0000000000000000000001000000000000000000080 
LXI. 
God, light ; we in dark futurity. 


F ROM darkneſs, and from dreams I come, 
Some pleaſant, undelighting ſome, 

I come to re-ſalute the day, 

To light, to truth—T dare not ſay. 

The ſun comes rolling on apace ; 

As nature ſhows a gloomy face, 

For fog ſurrounds, inſults the hills, 

The fy and all the valley fill, 
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So till my way in darkneſs lies, 

In cheats, and in uncertainties ; 
Through waves of a tumultuous flood, 
Through brambles of a pathleſs wood; 
Shall the next minute's point produce 
Enjoyment real, or abuſe, 

Pleaſure, or ſorrow, who can tell ? 
Life's vigour, or the diſmal bell ? 
Before us lies the deſert dark, 

Not one illuminating ſpark ; 

We noiſes hear, but nothing ſee, 
All, all a blank non-entity ; 
Vet on we go, and on we muſt—— 
But Providence may ſafely truſt, 

In vain pretenders have been try'd, 
The cloud, the pillar 1s our guide. 


O8. 21, 1734. 
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LXII. 
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Tus morning riſen bids me riſe; 
Off goes my night-cap; there it lies. 
When death ſhall ſhow the morning ſtar, 
So, uſeleſs carcaſs ; lie thou there, 


O. 21, 1734. 
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LXIII. 


A midnight thought on the fated train of life.* 
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Tl | 
| P AST twelve o'clock !”” how oft have I, how long, 
Repeated heard that fleep-inviting ſong ! 
A ſtar- light morning!“ feeble is that light, 
A lovelier ditty if the moon were bright; 
Oft, “ rainy, cloudy!” little do I care, 
Sleep is not nice, conſiders not the air. 
But meditation, pillow'd, gravely tells, ; 
4 The catalogue of days departed ſwells. | 
% Admoniſhes, another day's begun; | 
% And that, ere long, there will remain but one.” 
Unknowing this, impoſſible to ſay, 
If this, or not, is that important day; 
Or that deferr'd ; what dreams this day ſhall take 
Their fated train, or ſleeping, or awake. 
What are the links of this day's deſtin'd chain, 
And what on'the eternal rolls remain ! 
Dark as the preſent hour, more dark they lie, 
Impenetrable to an angel's eye. 
'The ocean's ſeen but dark, as dark to ſenſe 
The wzve that ſhall immediately commence, 
As what ſhall flow ten thouſand ages hence. 


See Job xiv. 5, Mat. x. 30. Acts xvii, 26. 5 : 
| But 


n 


But this I know, and this ſweet ſlumber. gives, 
My Father's goodneſs now, and ever, lives. 
Od. 23, 1734: | 


| Seeing bis days are dttermined, the number of his 
months are with thee, thou haſt appointed his bounds 
that he cannot paſi. Job xiv. 5. 


LXIV. 


The Morning Star diſappointing me. 


Beloved dawn, nor reach thy ſandals grey, 

And all ye genii of the morn delay ! 
Sleep on, 'tis nipping froſt, no roſes now - 
Spread their perfumes, nor grace the dewy bough, 
No peaſant ſtirs, inviting forth his team, 
No ardent lover haunts the ſecret ikream;z 
The ſcythe, the fickle reſt ; nor hay, nor corn, 
Impatient wait the labours of the morn, | 
You, ſhould you wake, no vernal bloom will fe, 
And not a poet will you meet but me. 
Still let the night prevail. But thou, O night, 
Let not thy cloudy vapours dim my ſight; 
Call in your gloomy ſpectres, crowd. them all 
In caverns black, or your Cimmeriaz hall. 
My offer'd ſlumbers I refuſe to take, 
My pillow'd viſionary ſweets forſake; 

G4. I ſpurn 


N OW let me meet thee, Pho/p harus / O ſtay, 
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This Lucifer a ſluggard is; he ſnores, 


Knows, all around, my hemiſphere to fill. 


= 


I ſpurn my bed, ſurrounding cold defy, 


Not from, but to old autumn's boſom fly, 


And were it winter's ſelf, the ſame would I. 
I, to its rigour, limbs and face expoſe ; 
Eager deſire no mean excuſes knows. 

I come to meet my morning ſtar—not mine, 
For me the morning planet will not ſhine. 
The other fires burn lovely, are not hid, 
Nor this do envious clouds or miſts forbid. 


Nor, the ſun diſtant, yet attempts our ſhores, 


Awake, like me, O Phe/pher, haſte away, 
The nipping air prevents my longer ſtay ! 
Silent the other ſtars I filent view, 
And bid them all, without a bymn, adieu. 
Back to my room J haſte; there, glad, the muſe 
Attends, we there our meditations chuſe. 
Again we tempt the air ſevere ; again | 
Of the lov'd ſtar's unkindneſs we complain; 
Return once more. But now revenge is pleas'd ; 
The lord of light his orient throne hath ſeiz'd, 
Proclaim'd in neighb'ring ſkies undoubted day; 
A ſtreaky, azur'd, gloomy, roſy grey, 
His other realms, the fields, their froſts diſplay. 
My promis'd joy I chearfully reſign ; 
For, diſappointments to improve is mine. 
Conſcious of that philoſophy I ſing, | 
And taſte more joy than Phoſphorus could bring, 
Or thouſand morning ſtars! another till 
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There is a ſtar tranſcendently more bright, 
Which ever comes, if humbly I invite; 
Comes uninvited ! ſpreads indulgent rays, 
And through the coldeſt clouds, a balmy blaze 
Glows in my breaſt ; the way let truth prepare, 
And purity, 'tis ever morning there, 
And I can ever view that morning ſtar. 

OR. 23, 1734. 
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LXV, 


RESIGNATION. 


O That I—what was I about to ſay? 
Was it a wiſh, or did I mean to pray ? 
All is appointed, fix'd! I wiſh in vain, 

And prayer againſt decree can nothing gain, 
To love paternal, wiſdom infinite, 

All your concerns with chearfulneſs ſubmit. 
Safe in his hand the unborn moments lie, 


_ 'Whillt prayers and wiſhes diſregarded die; 


In powerful love and wiſdom all is ſafe, 
There reſt, and at your own preſumption laugh. 
Oct. 24, 1734. 


Socrates, humane ſapientie quaſi quoddam terreftre 
oraculum, nihil ulira petendum a Diis immortalibus ar- 
bitrabatur, quam ut bona tribucrent ; quia it demum 
| ſeirent 
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LXVI. 


What wwe complain of is often * 


L E T clamour ceaſe ; oft what we moſt complain, 
(While what we wiſh is miſchievous) is gain ; 
Our food is phyſic; phyſic is our food; 
The utile is ſweet, the dulce good. 
Let praiſe inceſſant fill the grateful breaſt, 
Nor let the tongue, the pen, the muſe have reſt. 
Od. 27, 1734+ 
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LXVII, 


ALL 1s NOT FOUND. 


Eerr HET what I ſay as you 

Are us'd, or have a fancy to, 

I not ſo honour man, I own, | 

To think all's known that can be known; 
Or that all truths have been expreſt 

In words, or forms of ſpeech, the beſt; 


feirent quid unicuique efſet utile ; nos autem plerumgue 
zd wotts expetere quod non impeti aſſe meliut foret. Val. 
Max. vii. 2, See Juvenal's 10% Sat. and Perſius's 
24. 5 

Nor 


(. oe 


Nor To I diſ-eſteem the kind, 
To think there's nothing left behind ; 
Or what our children cannot find. 

I ſervile imitation hate? | 
Of what's of old or modern date. 
Unprais'd, or undeſerving I; 

At leaſt ſome honour 'tis to try 

Oc. 27, 1734. G 


O imitatores, fervum pecus ! Hor. 


+ Quem, f non lenuit, maguis tamen excidit anfir. 
Ov. Met. 


LXVIII. 


Infinite goodneſs ſeen in imperfe2 good. | 


\ y HEREFORE was life upon a worm beſtow'd ? 
The great diſpoſer's infinitely good. 
Why upon man a life ſo mix'd with ill? 
Infinite goodneſs is the reaſon ſtill. 
Why men not angels F inſects why not men? 
Another race of inſets had been then; 
Nor mites, nor men ; nor evil mix'd with good ; 
Nor goodneſs had attain'd infinitude. 
Ock. 27, 1734. 
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LXIx. | 


Taz Divixz IDEA joyous. 


Buacur is his face, and fortify'd his breaſt, 

Who is with this divine idea bleſt; 

He all enjoyments taſtes compriz'd in one, 

Thoſe-planetary ſtars, and God himſelf his ſan. 
Og. 30, 1734. 
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LXX. 
SWEETEST REVENGE.® 


15 | 
; Rxvxxon is ſweet. Do you believe 
It is no pleaſure to forgive ? 
He carries his reſentment high, 
Who overlooks an injury. 


The Lord Juſtice Clerk, of Scotland, was a man of 
the moſt diſtinguiſhed talents for the laws of his country, 
and not leſs amiable in his private charadter. He had a fine 
avenue of tall trees, old full-grown beeches, leading to his 
houſe in the country, which is very rare in Scotland, and 
he, of courſe, was very fond of them. His near neigh- 
bour, the Laird of —, had a pique againſt him, and in 
the rage of revenge, and inſolence of power, took the op- 
portunity of his abſence, to cut them all down, This was 

a da- 
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%% A ſweet revenge!“ but ſweeter ſtill, 
If good ſhall recompenſe the ill, 
Revenge and charity thus meet; 

Sure this muſt be ſupremely ſweet ! 
Oc. 30, 1734. | 


a damage that was altogether irreparable, The Juſtice 
Clerk, on being informed of ſo atrocious an inſult, which 
the laws were open for him to puniſh, only ſaid, he ſhould 
find a time to make him repent it.” Two or three years 
after this, it happened that this Laird's whole eftate, which 
had pur it in his power to be ſo grievous a neighbour, was 
put in compromiſe, by the next at law producing a prior 
will; which, though it had lain long dormant, appeared fo 
clear and genuine, that he in a manner himſelf gave up his 
own right. It, of courſe, came before this Lord Juſtice 
Clerk to try the cauſe; another reaſon for the Laird to 
think he had little chance. This great lawyer ſo thoroughly 
fifted the matter in the hearing, that he diſcovered, by mere 


dint of his uſual ſagacity, and indefatigable induſtry and 


zeal for juſtice, that it was a forgery ; and fo, contrary to 
all expectation, the poſſeſſor gained his cauſe, as the pre- 
tender was non-ſuited, He waited on his judge with ſhame 
and confuſion, to thank him; (for though the right ap- 
peared now to be indeed his, it would not have been diſ- 
covered to be ſo, without the Juſtice Clerk's talents alone 
for his own counſel had given itup.) Theother ſaid, © he 
had nothing to thank him for, but his having taken due- 
pains to do him juſtice;” and, laughing, added, did 
not I threaten you, that I would find out a time to make 
you repent having injured me?” This was indeed the re- 
venge of a Chriſtian, 
| Dr. Bayley. 
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Voyage liſe made proſperous. f 
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A Mariner in life's wide ocean, I 
8 To make my voyage proſperous will try; 
— 1 Dim is the air, tempe ſtuous the ſea, _ 
1 But, thanks to Providence, my way is free: 
1 If pleaſure breathe an aromatic gale, 
3 III court it, clap on all my ſpreading fail ; | 

„ Secure the ballaſt ! winds to ſtorm incline, 

I To rocks, to ſands ; i; hath no ſail of mine. 
' With judgment I, with circumſpection ſteer, 
And, as oecaſion bids, drive on, or veer; 
Leok out, what beneficial is to find, 
1 Beware of ſudden, or impetuous wind, 
And with my artful powers improve the kind. 
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Thus will I navigate to-day, that night 
May ſmiling ſay, he ſteer'd his pinnace right. 
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Oc. 30, 1734. 
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TEMPERANCE. 


N ATURE commanding has thought fit to ſay, 

«© By food ſupport your tenement to-day ;”” | 

And ſov'reign nature is ſincerely good, 

She gives us pleaſure when ſhe gives us food ; 

Her pleaſure's pure, our choice too oft a cheat, 

Inſtead of health, we pain, diſtemper eat; 

Let me preſeribe, the recipe is ſure; 

You temp' rate, may prevent, you, temp rate, cure, 
Oc. 30, 1734. 
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LXXIII. 


COMPLAIN NOT. 


Avzora now her orient road forſakes, 

Thoſe ſnowy mountains, and thoſe frozen lakes; 

Bends towards the ſouth, there 1 the gates of 
light, 

But there finds ſhatter'd trees and meadows white. 

The ſun comes on, commanding milder ſxies, 

And, purpling all, indulgent warmth ſupplies; 


The 


— 


+, — 
AY , =, 
5 
i 1 2 
' - J 199 i 
F 4 „ 1 
in * F 
* +; *2 
ö N 
© * 8 
1K RT - 
1 i l 
— 'S 
1 1} 40 ” + 
© # 
1 1 } 
8 * 
* ho 5 W- >. l 
= . 9 
+ 11 
mes W x 4 
} 15 % 
—_ . 
1 2 F. 4 
_ 7-7 
* 2 * , "4 
Wh. 7 
* 3 1 
, oY ©, : 
1 8 
4 1 i : 
Ss + 1 
7 : g 1 
N ky - 4] 4 
; 4, 
31 RM : 
5 , £144 8" 
; Ls "x" - * 
** 
2 þ : 
© - 4 - 
4 7 
"RI Ag} \ 
8 \ E 1 
＋ 1 2 
1 x I 
* — i 
* 131 : 
+ * 4 
4 p * 
af . 1 
S- F 
A 8 : 
4 s _—_ > 
F 1 3 
K. * : 
- _* > 
1 
i * 8 14 
I „ 
p 
[Yet * "© N 
r 
* — : 
of 8 
£ "+ 3 8: 
_ 
« 
l 
* 
5 
s 
* 
2 
. 1 
« * 
8 ” 
2 
2 
& +. 
4 
| 
7 
i * * * 
* „ - 
* 


( 96 ) 


The ſhiv'ring white awhile the war ſuſtains, 

Soon fled, rejoice anon the verdant plains. 

Alas! what though is fled the hoary froſt, 

Are not the honours of the foreſt lolt ? 

On ſhatter'd wither'd leaves the woodman treads, 

The flowers no more uprear their gawdy heads, 

But reſt ſecure in ſubterraneous beds. 

Enough ; complain no more, again the ſpring 

Will wake the primroſe, and the trees ſhall ſing ; 

The birds ſhall chuſe their mates; nor wanton rove, 

But in each thicket conjugally love; | 

An ardent ſun ſhall forth freſh verdures call, 

Shall give new life, new youth, new joy to all: 

Mean while what heavenly fires no more beſtow 

Shall be ſupply'd from ſulph*rous caves below.“ 
Oc. 31, 1734. 


Flecker fe nequeo ſuperos, Acheronta movebo, 
- l. ..- l f. epebepebebeb1ebetebeppepetehebepepebebeþ eb bp 


LXXIV. 


LIGHT SUFFICIENT. Ove. 


V Y HY is it ſaid ſublimeſt things are dark? 
If dark they are, tis man hath made them ſo; 
Light from above communicates a ſpark, 

Which fanning kindles to a brighter glow. 


Uſe 
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*Uſe well that beam, behold a morning ſtar, 
Divinely ſoft, internally will riſe, 


Will raiſe your eye, and diſſipate your fear; 
Whe knows enough, ſufficiently is wiſe, 


He knows enough, who knowing God is good, 

That all is only as himſelf decreed ; 
Attempts not what's forbid to fleſh and blood, 

+But reads the book he underſtands to read, 


Who thus his time and faculties beſtows, 
A pious, and a happy man will be; 
This to himſelf, and to the world he owes; 
Supremely bleſt alone the deity ! 
Nov. 1, 1734. | 


HA light that ſbineth in a dark place, until the day 


dawn, and the day-ftar ariſe in your hearts, 2 Pet. 


1. 19. 


+ And the book is delivered to him that iy not learned, 


ſaying, Read this, 7 pray thee ; and he ſaith, I am not 


learned, Iſa. xxix. 12. 
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LXXV. 


Monz W THAN SAID. A Drzau. 


Or dream, or viſion, or poetic flight, 
Or reverie, the muſe commands to write ; 


H Aſham'd » 
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Aſham'd, that thought which rais'd to ecſtacy, 
Should only blaze within, and die with me. 
Thovgh, what if, as a lamp that lights a tomb, 
Expires at once when taken from the gloom, 
| My feeble gleam may meet an equal doom. 


Imagine me, as I myſelf conceiv'd, 

Among thick buſhes, rather flower'd than leav'd z 
A Gothic building thence receiv'd me ſoon, 
Where glimmering tapers in profuſion ſhone, 
Boaſting to emulate the genuine day, 

Yet human artifice at beſt, though gay! 
Various the iſles, and mazy turns within, 
With voice and echo's ever-changing din. 
Here wandering, half diſpleas'd, half ſatisfy'd, ) 
To find a guide, or better light, I try'd ; 
Long lab'ring thus, an opening I deſcry'd, 
And heard a whiſper mild; I, long detain'd, 
Burſt through that opening, and my freedom gain'd; 
Soon ſaw the ſky diſtioguiſh'd from that glare, 

And joyous found, the whiſperer was there. 

I haſten'd, bowing to the form I ſaw, 

His aſpect challeng'd reverence and awe 
Bright was his eye ſevere, his forehead bold, 
Upright and tall, and vigorous though old, 
But face, and limbs, and body, all was gold ; 
Tranſparent gold! and ſo divinely made, 
His ſubſtance nor receiv'd, nor loſt a ſhade. 


The © ſtill ſmall voice, in which God was. See 
Kings xix, 12. This is an allegorical account of his 
own caſe; long and grievouſly perplexed with religious 
doubts ; till ſincerity and upright reaſon extricated him. 
And 
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And clad he was; fantaſtic oft his dreſs, 
For other's profit ſhanning nakedneſs. 


He frequent chang'd, for lightly was he clad, 
Lovely his robe, whatever form it had. 


Approaching near, my outftretch'd hand he caught, 
*And to aſcend my limbs terreſtrial taught, 

I paſs'd the hov'ring clouds, and Alpine ſnow, 
And Teneriff and Olympus ſaw below); 
Pierc'd the dull region where the tempeſts howl, 
Stor'd lightnings flaſh, and bellowing thunders roll; 
An angel thus the Hebrew prophet bore, 

Leſs wiſe the guide, as leſs ſublime the ſoar ! 

The confines now I ſaw of endleſs day, 

And all creation in full proſpect lay. 

I ſaw, and ſaw with infinite delight, 

And all appear'd ſaperlatively bright. 

+As when the goddeſs form'd by optic art, 

At hand, was judg'd deform'd in every part, 

But juſtly plac'd the ſtatue and the eye, 

*T'was all proportion, grace, and harmony; 

The world, which Lere while with horror view'd, 
As ſwoln with crime, and ill replete with good, 


as 


* 7 am the reſurrection and life, John xi. 25. 
+ The Minerva of Phidias. See the conteſt between 
him and Alcamenes, whoſe ſtatue was all beauty 
when ſeen near, c. "deſcribed by Tzetzes VIII. 
Hiſt. 193. 
T Tutto quel, che [incontra, 
O di bene, d di male, 
Sol di la ſu deriva, come fiume 
H 2 Nafee 
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A frightful monſter! now divinely fair, 
Immaculate as is the- morning ſtar. 
Deceit and violence, luſt, pride, I ſaw, 
But all within a circumſcribing law ; 

All made ſubſervient to a wiſe deſign, 
The total work was holy and divine ; 

Of goodneſs infinite the utmoſt ſtretch, 
That wiſdom and almightineſs can reach. 


As the pure ſun, when miſty vapour fills 

The deep and level lands, nor ſpares the hills, 
Soon diſſipates the load, and all is bright; 

So when my guide aſſur'd me, all is right,“ 
Eternal vengeance which the nations fear'd, 

As miſt, and cloud diſſolv'd, ſoon diſappear'd ; 
Smil'd love paternal, and * with outſpread wings 
Cover'd ſecure th'infinity of things, n= 


At this great change, ſo unforeſeen, amaz 'd, 
I on my guide with grateful ardour gaz d. 


Naſce da fonte, d da radice pianta; 

E guanto qui par male, 

Dove ogni ben con molto male > miſto, 

E*ben la ji, dow” egni ben Vannida. 
Guarin. Paſt. Fid. Att. IV. Sc. ;. 


* The children of nen put their truſt under the 
ſhadow of thy wings, Pl. xxxvi. 7. The ftretching 
out of his wings ſhall fill the breadth of thy land, 0 


| Emanuel. Iſa. vi. 8. 


He 
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He ſaw my ſecret thought, and, kind, approv'd; 
And ſtill approves, nor is he hence remov'd.“ 


July 23. 1735. 
For he is not far from every one of us. Acts. 
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LXXVI. 


View or NaTURE AND PROVIDENCE, 


V V Retchedly ignorant the human mind, 
To near futurity how dim ! how blind ! 
To heights beyond its reach alert to climb, 
Employing there its diligence and time ; 
Neglecting truths moſt eaſy to be known, 
And the concern eternally their own ! 
Superior to the moſt ſagacious brutes, 
Except when tangled in its wild diſputes. 
Here, with ſuperiority confeſt, 

The man becomes contemptibly the beaſt. 
Withal, how vaſt its flight! its pow'rs (how great!) | 
Can to the darkeſt center penetrate, F 
Thence circle to the realms immenſe of fate. 


Be now, my mind, intent in narrow bound, 

See what on our terreſtrial globe is found; 

A world ſo ſcorn'd, abus'd! to hell devote, 

Where love, and peace, and joy, in vain are ſought. 
a H 3 From 


f' 202 © } 
From end to end, with obſervation's eye, 
Trace the ſafe path with me, or hov'ring fly. 
Inclement heavens, as now, again ſubdu'd, 
And fields expecting harveſt, finding flood; 
The air how oft by tempeſts torn ; how oft 
Men war below, the elements aloft ! 


What plagues, diſorders, accidents, what wrongs, 
What want of charity, what“ ſtrife of tongues, 


Hypocriſy ; the filthy wallowing train, 
Loathfome to name, but preach'd againſt in vain, 


Ingratitude, deceit, religion's ſtain ! | | 


The charge is juſt. But once again ſurvey ; 
Suppoſe theſe ills receive ſuperior ſway ; 
One all- foreſeeing eye, o'er-ruling hand, 
One mind ſupreme, retaining ſole command, 
Calms the dire tempeſt, ſtills the horrid din. 
Suppoſe, in your opinion is the fin, 
Is the diſorder; your's, whoſe partial view, 
And film-envelop'd eye ſees nothing true. 
Imperfect reaſon wand'ring Reps infers, 
And ſuch is our's, and conſequently errs. 
In things inanimate alike muſt be, 
What fools diforder ſtyle, and think they ſee, 
Air, without tempeſt, by ſtagnation kills; 
Paſſion deſtroy'd, what agitates our wills? 
Brutes, lambs throughout! variety is loſt, 
Nor could the lion ſtrength and courage boaſt. 


* Thou ſhalt hey them ſecretly in a pavilion from 
the firife of tongues, Pl. xxxi. 20. 
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Order diſorder would become; and hence 
Would ceaſe the wond'rous chain of Providence 
Conſpicuous, now, with amplitude of praiſe, _ 
Directed all, though intricate the maze ; 


To you ſo ſeeming ! but, as when my hand 


Strikes the ſketch'd line, and you objecting ſtand, 


'Yet wiſely wait, repoſing on my {kill ; 


My hand muſt err; be ſure his never wil. 


If to ſuch Phaetons as we the rein 
Were given, fire ſoon would waſte the ample plain; 
Secure in better hands the chariot drives, 


And the toſt veſſel in the tempeſt lives. 


The world, our dwelling, like the worlds around, 
Compar'd with heaven is moſt imperfect found; 
But view how each may, probably, aſcend 
In each degree, and toward perfection tend, 

The various exerciſe of love divine; a 
How will each world in its due order ſhine! 
+As here, each ſtep to ſome ſublime event 
Error may ſeem, or crime, or accident, 


* See the commentators on Homer's golden chain of 
Jupiter.“ Iliad VIII. 19. 
+ Now therefore be not grieved, nor angry with 


yourſelves, that ye ſold me hither; for Ged did ſend 


me before you to preſerve life, Gen. xlv. 5. And 
God ſent me before you, to preſerve a poſterity in the 


earth, and to ſave your lives by a great deliverance. 
So now it was not you that ſent me hither, but God. 


v. 7. 8. But as for you, ye thought evil againff 
H 4 me 3 


i . 

I} Though wiſely plann'd ; fo, in God's eye ſerene, 
What is, ſhall be, and ages paſt, were ſeen. 

| All beauty, order, and perfection lies 

_  -Subſervient to the Drama good and wiſe, 


| His is the total ; he appoints each part, 
I Worlds, brutes and men ; thyſelf an actor art! 


1 July 25-26, 1735. 


me; but God meant it unto good, to bring to paſs, as 
it is this day, to ſave much people alive. c. l. v. 20. 
Read this whole noble and moſt beautiful tory, with 
attention, and you will ſee a glorious inſtance of the truth 
| | of the above reaſoning, as of the ſecret and all-unfathomable 
ways of Providence, of which our fooliſh and preſumptu- 
[| ous deciſions, on the appearances of the natural and moral 
1 evils, yet ſuppoſe us to be competent judges. 
For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are 
your evays my ways, ſaith the Lord. Iſa. lv. 8. 
Another till more glaring inſtance, if we conſider its 
wore immediate conſequences, no leſs than forming the 
line from whence the Mzs$S1an himſelf was to become 
viſible in the fleſh, is the ſtory of David and Bathſheba 
the moſt criminal ſtep, in itſelf, to the moſt ſublime event, 
conſidering it in all its circumſtances, that all hiſtory can \ 
produce | \ 
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LXXVII. 


COMPLAINT IS FOLLY. 


Where yonder ſky, now beaming fiery red, 
May not theſe ſuffocating vapours ſhed ! 

Aye! there the ſun approaches, brings along 
Hot exhalations ; round his wheels they throng, 
His chariot (up it labours) now not gold, 

Of ruby carbuncle its flaming mold. 

Furious his horſes flounder from the main, 
Denouncing conflagration through the plain 
Ethereal; though thin filver clouds pretend, 
Can they againſt ſolſtitial rage defend? 


O For ſome ſhelter from this heat! ſome bed, | 


Return, ye ſhivering winds, and flooding wet, 
That I may ſleep, and ſleep ſecure from heat; 
Thus ſleeping, we but ſtupid are, and blind, 
Not born to life renew'd, as was deſign'd. 

Yet ſo I fled to what my foul delir'd, 

Fancy'd I ſafe was from the heat retir'd; 

Then muſic heard, the guſhing waters rung, 
The regulated ſounds harmonious ſung. 

O that, *rill air is temperate, cool, I might, 

By ſome ſuch fountain, quiet paſs the night! 

A graſſy, daiſy'd carpet be my bed, 

On me thy beams, O moon! indulgent ſpread; 
Silence, ye nightingales, ye leaves be ſtill ; 


No; ruſtle, if ye pleaſe, and chant your fill, 
Baniſh 
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Baniſh the heat, which ſleep with horror flies, 
Repoſe with balm my limbs, and clear my eyes, 


Will new alacrity, ſtrength, vigour give, 
And I ſhall know, the world ſhall know, I live. 


Courage! again I ſhall have found repoſe, 
Yon? ſpotty cloud ſome conſolation ſhows, 
Prognoſticates ſome friendly ſhowers are nigh, 
To make reſiſtance in the burning ſky. 


More comfort than whole hoſts of clouds can ſhow 
From this; God rules!“ will now, and ever flow. 


Already beams more pale, and ſouth more cool, 


Whiſper, Complaint's the language of a fool.“ 
Aug. 14, 1735. 
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LXXVII. 


SIMPLICITY OF RELIGION. 


V Y ITHIN my curtain'd bed, or on the way, 
Where ſatyrs and fantaſtic genii play; 
In the proud temple, at the gifted {hrine, 
In the bright day, or deep Cimmerian mine; 
Or ground which blood of martyrs conſecrates, 
Or where the adulating courtier waits ; 
In dull receſſes of the Gothic cell, 
Or where the men of wit, or buſineſs, dwell; 
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On the high mountain's top, or duſky grove, 
1 worſhip God, for * ** every where is Jove.“ 


” 
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Trace all th'expanded ſky, ſearch every ſtar, 
Each animal, each atom ; God is there. 
A ſhrine magnificent! where all we ſee 
No idol is, but real deity, 
The greateſt maſter's haud is every ſtroke, 
God's revelation is the total book. | 
Nor home forget. Thou art ſincere my heart, 
Here, here, O God! thyſelf haſt ſaid thou art. 
My ſacrifice, my altar here behold ! 
Incenſe aſcending, vigorous and bold, 
More ſure acceptance finds than bargain'd ſums, 
Or gore, or boiling fleſh of hecatombs. 
His image here I reverence, the place 
Where I with rapture can his footſteps trace, 
Can learn his will; for here his law is found, 
Myſelf the language know, and can expound ; 
None elſe ! my book alone demands my eye, 
His ſpirit within! prieſt, prophet, king am I. 
Aug. 15, 1735. 
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Jovis omnia plena. Virg. 
Jupiter eſt quodcunque wider, quocungut moweris. 


Lucan. 
T —Nen tu prece poſeis amaci 
Du nifi ſeductis nequeas committere divis. 
Perſ. ui. 3. 


HYMN. 


SS. 


LXXIX. 


e e ee 


O Heart, expand with praiſe! day's flow decline 
Perceives the cooling breeze, the glowing ſhine ; 
Nor life regrets meridian toil, nor fear 

Sees tempet$#in the other hemiſphere. 

Happy ſuch life!] conducted yet with thought, 


And to encounter contradiction taught, 


Ills to ſupport, and darkneſs to diſpell, 

Rewarded with the joy of doing well; 

And with the beatific viſion ſeen, 

Not without clouds, yet azure ſtill between. 

So now the morning ſhines, ſecure from wet, 

Alike ſecure from ſuffocating heat 

And, though duſt interrupt my joy defign'd, 

Fl! breathe the balmy air, and leave the duſt behind. 


Who gave me being, being gave to all, 
If I am wretched, ſuns and worlds muſt fall ; 
But, ſafe the reſt ! this atom of his love 
Muſt goodneſs through its whole exiſtence prove. 
His work alike this atom, as the ray 
Which emanates from yonder globe of day. 
Lo! I behold his ſmile! his hand ſuſtains 


My fieps; his health is gliding through my veins, 


* The Lord God breathed into his neftrils the breath 
of life, and man became a living foul. Gen. ii. 7. 
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His joy now animates, his light hath ſhown 
Goodneſs paternal ſeated on its throne ; | 
And this paternal goodneſs is my own ! 


Aug. 17, 1735+ 
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LXXX. 


NATURE AND ART. 


I Not deſpiſe the pencil's darling ſkill, 
Much leſs the muſe's elevated quill; 
Yet imitation only theſe pretend, 
How much muſt their original tranſcend ! 
Human productions both, theſe brightly ſhine 
As ſuch; but if theſe arts you would refine, | 
View the great maſter, ſeen in every line. 
Nature itſelf calls forth our utmoſt praiſe, 
Aſtoniſhment ! wrapt in unblemiſh'd rays, 
Faultleſs the work; pictures, deſcriptions here, 
Tranſport the connoiſſeur the moſt ſevere. 
Innumerable works attention call, 
And the collection open is to all. 
A library whoſe doors inceſſant ſpread 
Around, almoſt intreating to be read; 
Earth, ocean, air, each element ſupplies 
Wherewith to entertain judicious eyes; 
While grace and dignity, the true ſublime! 
Aſſiſt the mind celeſtially to climb. 

| But, 
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But, as in writing, pureſt excellence 
Is ſeen proportion'd to the reader's ſenſe ; 
As he the author's meaning penetrates, 
*He judges ; thus, he as he reads tranſlates. 
So lovelieſt beauty is in nature ſeen 1 
By him who is moſt beautiful within. | 
Aug. 9-10, 1735, | | 


* My father alludes to his manner of reading French . 
books, by tranſlating them off-hand into Engliſh as he 
went; which method, he ſaid, muſt loſe much of the ; 
beauty at beſt, even to them who underſtood the ſenſe, as ; 
this muſt alſo be in various degrees, | 
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LXXXI. 


| Self-conſciouſurſs makes all changes happy. Obr. 


3 
TI 8 not the gawdy ſtream of roſy flame 
Decking the azure of the lofty ſky, 
Nor all the beauties, early autumn's claim, 
Nor what the taſte delights, or what the eye : 


No ſuch are now. Clouds rolling on the wind, 

Darkneſs and wet, above and on the ground ; 
And yet tis ſpring, tis ſummer, in my mind, 
Within, the warbling nightingale is found. 


Philoſophy 
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Philoſophy divine, ſweet innocence, 
Self-approbation, nobly built, ſecure, 

More than oe ſtars benignant influence, 
Delight ; and, when thoſe periſh, will endure. 


When empires tremble, and the mountains nod, 

When ocean's uſurpation tops the air, 

When conflagration ruins worlds, their God 
Regards the heart ſincere, ſits — there. 


Aug. 30, 1735. 


Surely this is an application of Horace's “ Juſtum et 
tenacem propoliti virum,” (or rather an invention too, for 
my father knew nothing of it,) that gives a beauty and 
energy, of which the very ſyſtem of that ode was not ca- 
pable ; beſides the noble brevity. 
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Pizrr is HAI N ESS. Op. 


Coups, ſtormy wet apparent are, 
Fog draws a Curtain o'er the fair; 
The ſun will drive the fog away, 

Nor fail to give a ſammer's day. 


When things preſent a joyous face, 
"Tis not the jewel, but the caſe ; 
Devout and philoſophic eyes 

See that, although it hidden lies, 


Diſturbing 
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Diſturbing care, perplexing doubt, 
Affliction's never empty ſpout, 
Calamity's tremendous yell, 

Will haunt the cottage where we dwell. 


The wiſe, the pious, though all theſe 
He on the ſuperficies ſees, 

Yet ſees, behind this frightful ſhade, 
An azure Ry of jaſper ſpread. 


Sees Providence, paternal love, 

The melancholly veil remove ; 0 
Sees all decreed, and as it ſhou'd, 

In all ſees univerſal good.- 


The veil of ignorance away, 

Is heard, is ſeen the Shichinah ; 
And he accepts the humble hymn, 
Who dwells between the cherubim. 


The golden mercy-ſeat is there, 

The holy place admits no fear; 
Each honeſt heart is here high-prieſt, 
And bleſſes, as itſelf is bleſt. | 


Aug. 31, 1735. 


What a glorious reflection, from ſuch a trivial ſubject, 
as would have paſſed unheeded by every eye, but that ef fo 
rich and pure an imagination! and yet as natural as if 
twenty muſt needs have thought of it together 


Darn 
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LXXXIII. 


DEATH NEAR, GOD MORE $0. 


Soon will the ſun, of me unmindful, riſe, 
Aurora will forget her lover's eyes; 
Thoughtleſs of me my flowers will Mmiling grow, 
Nor will my terrace ſteps accuſtom'd know; 
The roads, the paths I have ſo oft gone o'er 

th joy, will ſee my ruin'd face no more. 
Ev'n this my ſolitary room, and ſeat, 
My bed, from labour a compell'd retreat, 
This hermit-lodge, monaſtic cell! ſo long 
Exciting, diQtating ſpontaneous ſong, 
Or morn, or midnight, riſing to the throne 
Of him who not diſdains this breaſt to own ; 
Theſe, ſtrangers all; unalienated he 
In its laſt pangs my heart ſincere ſhall ſee. 
Through all exiſtence I his love ſhall claim, 
And he will anſwer to a father's name ; 
Will ſoftly whiſper, or will loudly ſay, 
«« Behold me thine, when worlds ſhall melt away.” 


Sept. 2-3, 1735. 
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LXXXIV. 


LIFE's IMPERTINENCE. 


Diroszp with thoughts, me unconcerning, I 
Paſs'd reſtleſs hours, and drudg'd I knew not why; 
Such was the night. And ſuch full many a day 
*Is labour, more impertinent than play. 

The buſy fools awake perceive the bed 

All diſcompos'd, the fruitlefs vifion fled ; 
They dully mourn, their miſery deplore, 
Would fain amend, but time is now no more. 
Such are too oft the preat, the rich, the wiſe, 
(Or ſo appearing to unhealthy eyes) 

And ſuch are all the proudly-buſy throng, 
Potent of hand, or eloquent of tongue, 

Who ſeek their retribution from abroad, 

And not at home perceive the ſovereign good 
Self-approbation, when the filent hour, 

And ſolitude, put wiſdom in our power 
That joy obtain'd, that precious balm poſſeſt, 
Life's night is ſweet, exhilarating reſt. 

But acting, blaming, then reſolving ; then 
Acting, condemning, ſeeming wiſe again, 

Is ſhort exiſtence miſerably ſpent, 

An odious round of crime and puniſhment, 


* Strenua nos exercet inertia, Hor. 


Opero/e nihil a gens. 
Aſk 
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As not the world, thyſelf can only tell, 
Only rewarding ſay, ** Thus, thus is well. 
Now glows the morning ſweetly, and the day 
Meets the glad eye, exchanging ray for ray.“ 

Sept. 5, 1735. | 
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LXXXV. 


Exjor LIFE, SUCH AS IT 18. 


; | 
TI S true, this life is—what you pleaſe, 
Grief, diſappointment, and diſeaſe; 

Nor will I enter the debate, 
If goods or ills preponderate ; 
Much leſs will J his conduct blame, 
Who makes a better world his aim ; 
Him I eſteem, will imitate, 
And love ; but yet this mortal ſtate, 
Such as it is, this tranſient life, 
Canonically is your wife, 
By holy band, divine decree, 
Part of your very ſelf is ſhe. 
Who knows a marry'd ſtate, knows weil, 
(Would he the truth ſincerely tell) 
Tis beſt to make a wife a friend, 
But *tis the devil to contend ; 
Tis altogether full as vain, 
In hopes of pity, to complain; 
12 He 
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He matrimonially is wiſe, 

Who views her better qualities ; 

Though, if ſhe chance to take a whim, 

To cuckold, and to ruin him, 

He muſt not carry on the joke, 

Till fame, eſtate, and heart are broke. 

Juſt thus the world, with whom we muſt 

(Till © earth to earth, and duſt to duſt,” 
Part us) together jogging draw; 

Such God's inviolable law ! 

If not ſo dutiful and good 

As expectation dream'd ſhe wou'd, 

Our wiſeſt management, at leaſt, 

Muſt be, to make of bad the beſt, 

But, if the love of preſent things 

Danger of ſad perdition brings, 

The world encumb'ring thee with guilt, 

Deſpiſe her, ſhe's an errant jilt. * 

| Sept. 10, 1735. ; 
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LXXXVI, 


_ * Sufficient truth in every man's reach. 


Wrarnzg permits not open air; nor eyes 

To read; activity repoſe denies. 
The pencil is not ready, nor a friend 
Me to aſſiſt this vacant hour to ſpend. 
vet 
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Yet life is precious. O how happy he, 

Who to. himſelf can book, friend, pencil be! 
Thought offers to employ this ſhred of time; 
This to record, the hand; to poliſh, rhime; 
(Gloom will content the muſe, the hand can guide 
Its vocal inſtrument when light's deny'd,) 

Nor will imagination fail to bring 
Themes which celeſtial bards delight to ſing. 


Ages and nations, lab'ring truth to find, 
Have ſoar'd aloft, and left the truth behind; 
She will indulgent on the ſearcher wait, 
Shunning the learn'd, the witty, and the great; 
Nature obſerving ! this at home is ſeen, 

Nature as here, and now, hath ever been, 

The men we ſuperſtitiouſly adore, | 
Were ſuch as we may be, and nothing more. 
God, human mind, the world, are juſt the ſame, 
And, ſuch as great Pythagoras, Tam; 

Have the ſame light, (brighter by far than he) 
Nor leſs ability, or will, to fee, 
But were Pythagoras infallible, 

What were his real notions who can tell ? 

Sages have been too cautious, and too wiſe, 

To ſhew their beauties to the public eyes. 

I know-what I am able to perceive, 

And to myſelf a true account will give; 

And as I ne'er pretend beyond my reach, 

Nor bow implicit whilſt my betters teach, 

What I attain is not believ'd, but known 4 
And this emphatically is my own. b 


Ls ranſvolat in medis poſita, et fugientia captat. Hor. 
| I 3 With 
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With policy unſtain'd, or conſcious pride, 
For oft it hath with diligence been try'd. 
Should this abroad, how pure ſoever, ſhine, 
It, peradventure, might be caught by ſwine. 
Benevolence compells, I dare unfold 
My breaſt, ineſtimable pearls behold ! 
« All uſeful truth in narrow compals lies; 
The man' ſincere ſufficiently is wiſe,” 


Sept. 8-9, 1735. 


My father often wrote in the dark, frequently in bed, 
with a black-lead pencil, in ſhort-hand, commonly legible 
enough, with the aſſiſtance of his memory, as ſoon as he 
roſe in the morning; but ſometimes the lines running 

into one another, he had ſome trouble to pick out what he 
had deſigned. Mr, Pope had the happy talent, on, having 
tranſlated two hundred lines of Homer in bed, (which was 
his uſual way, having the little correct edition of Wetſtenius 
always behind his pillow, and a candle burning,) to re- 
member them all, ſo as to write them down after he was 
up, as if from a copy before him; ſometimes after a whole 
day's interval, ſpent in buſineſs or pleaſure, juſt the ſame ; 
of which he gave us ſeveral proofs. He afterwards re- 
duced them to half the number, or leſs. Mr. Hawkins 
Browne never wrote at all, except when for the preſs, re- 
peating two or three hundred lines with the ſame eaſe and 
correctneſs as if he read them; and on any criticiſms and 
alterations that were agreed on, taking out the former 
thought or expreſſion, and hitching in theſe in their ſtead, 
and always repeating them ſo. I heard the ſame of Boileau, 


from old Monſ. Dodee, who knew him well, 


BEST 
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LXXXVII. 


B ES T POE T R v. 


I, ev'ry dawn, my waking heart perceives, 

With grateful joy and love, again it lives, 

Words will not want expreſſive of my ſenſe, 

And thoſe will beauty have which flow from thence, 


I know not how, but my obſequious muſe 
Uncall'd attends, and not, as others uſe, 
Oft ſleeps, requires ſome ſtimulation ſtrong, 
And oft with ſtep compell'd ſcarce moves along; 
Soon as my life returns, and op'ning eyes 
Survey new light, devotion's thoughts ariſe. 
Rapture not condeſcends to ſpeak in proſe, 
Its nobler language naturally flows. 
The labour'd ſtrain, affecting to be quaint, 
Betrays the counterfeit, will ſubſtance want; 
Will ſhew, *tis picture, colour'd, pencil'd board, 
And, though it beauty with delight afford, 
The real nymph, the work of nature's hand 
Divine, will joy ſuperior far command. | 
Such are my praiſes, ſuch each morning ſees, 
And ſuch, O Father, ſuch, thou know'ſt, are theſe ; 


* Ie res verba rapiunt, Cic. Finib. III. 


+ The verſe too labours, and the words move flow. 
| | Pope. 
14 And 
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And ſuch acceptance find, declar'd of old, 
Give me thy heart, my ſon !” my heart behold, 


Sept. 11, 1735. 


Plutarch ſays, from Chryſippus, that “ a ſage, writing 
upon virtue, not only neglects all thoſe nice rules of ora- 
tors, but is not aſhamed even of ſoleciſms,” 


* My en, give me thine heart, and let thine eyes 
obſerve my ways, Prov. xxiii. 26. 


LXXXVII. 
IdoLaTRY PALSELY IMPUTED. 


[Univerſal charity.] 


*\ * 7 
HY did Egyptian piety deſcend 
To meaneſt reptiles? why the Perſan bend 
The knee devout to elemental fire? 
Why did the nations to the ſky aſpire, 
Sun, moon and ſtars ; or range the world abroad, 
Worſhipping all their eyes beheld as God ? 
Why demi-gods were benefaQors thought? 
Their more than praiſe to children's children taught! 
Why gold, or meaner ſtuff, form'd various ways, 


Set up for prayer, vows, ſacrifice, and praiſe ? 


* 1 defired mercy, and not ſacrifice ; and the know- 
ledge of God more than burnt offerings. Hol. vi, 6. 


Why 
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Why rites fantaſtic inſtituted ? why 
Did bleeding victims at the altars lie? 
Idolatry abſurd l- abſurd art thou; 
You to your own imaginations bow. 


And all whoſe hearts devout, obedient eyes, 
Perceiv'd in all a deity ariſe. 

For he is ſeen in all! all repreſent 

Him whom alone the various nations meant. 
Thoſe whom thou dar'ſt idolaters to call, 
Saw deity, paternal good, in all; 

And him in all ador'd, the great ſupreme! 
Their hearts were lifted up, bow'd down, to hi n, 
Seen as we ſee him, and as angels ſee, 
Mind univerſal, formleſs deity. 

In various ways we humble homage pay, 


And grateful praiſe ; and all one God obey. 


Wiſe were the Perfians, the Egyptians wile, 


Blame not thy brother then, nor ſend to hell 


Thoſe whom that judge pronounces “ doing well ;” 


View with a father's eye; the Indian ſlave, 
With thy high-prieſt, ſhall his indulgence have. 


Creeds, ſyſtems, articles, and rites explore, 
Let us obſerve what God ourſelves adore; 
If we, alike, abſurdities avow, 

We to a reptile, to an idol, bow; 

Perhaps blaſpheme whilſt we another blame, 


And damn our neighbours whilſt we err with them. 


That man is right who does the beſt he can; 
Remember, friend, thou alſo art a man. 


Moft 
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Moft ſaw the idol only ; does the hind, 

Like Newton, ſee an incorporeal mind ? 

One infinitely good is over all ; 

Not whom we damn, but whom he hates, muſt fall, 


Sept. 11, 1735» 
LXXXIX, 


PEACE WHERE FOUXD.* Obs. 


Swrer peace! where is thy dwelling- place ſecure ? 
Precarious in the unenlighten'd mind! 

The heart, from guilt, and from adibition, pure, 
In wiſdom's boſom ſhall its refpge find. 


So is the univerſe ſuſtain'd ! his eye 


All-knowing, wiſdom's hand conducting all, 
sTis ſafe, though tempeſts vex the various ſky, 
Though empires, worlds, in dark confuſion fall. 


W hat, if decreed confuſion agoniſe ? 
+Seeming confuſion ! uninſtructed we! 


Wiſdom, when worlds diſſolve, when others riſe, 


1 in ruin can ſalvation ſee. 


* Happy is the man that findeth Wwiſdom—all ber 
paths are peace. Prov. iii. 

+ Rebus guidem rectus ordo eſt, epingon Vero tuæ 
per verſa confufio, Boëth. IV. Prof. 6. 


1 See the note on No, LXX VI. 
| Why 
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Why am I happy ? vig'rous ſenſe and caſe, 
Proſperity, have no abiding place; 
On Libyan ſands are written their decrees, 
A blaſt ariſes, ſweeps, and leaves no trace, 


But be the great idea wiſely ſeen ; 
»The golden tablets of the heart ſincere 
Have characters engraven deep within, 
No terrors from abroad can enter there. 


Peace not the world can give, or can maintain 
His all-commanding ſpirit only can ! 

The eye beholding his eternal reign, 
Looks home, and there beholds a happy man, 


Know all the ſtars, all ſciences poſſeſs, 
All ages paſt, all nature's ſecrets, ken, 
A ſtranger may'ſt thou be to happineſs, 
+Chain'd on the rugged crag in ſorrow's den. 


But the Supreme, the © wiſdom from above,” 
Inſtructs to lean on him who cannot fail; 

This wiſdom reſignation lends, and love, 
And will in all emergencies avail. 


* Written with a pen of iron, and with the point 
of a diamond, it is graven on the table of their heart. 
Jerem. xvii. 1. 


+ Sce the fable of Prometheus, who was poſſeſſed of all 
wiſdom but the right, and ſo endeavoured to circumvent 
Jupiter; a true image of falſe purſuits of happineſs! 


Come, 
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Or will at leaſt command them to appear; 


Large is its family, demands much food; 


( 124 ) 


Come, lovely cherub, come, tranſcendent fair ! 
Dove-like ſpread wide, me cover with thy wing: 
Let tribulation, ſuperſtition dare, 
I ſhall, as now, my peace 1 . 


Sept. 19, 1735» 


XC. 


USEFULNESS OF PRIDE AND VANITY. 


| 
Brwars how you proud vanity ſuppreſs 


This decency ſecures, and cleanlineſs; 


Tis temperance, tis chaſtity ſevere, 


*Tis diligence in ſcience, and in art, 

In enterprizes bold forbids to ſtart. 

Gen'rous and honeſt, (doftors, with your leave,) 
It ſcorns to pilfer, it diſdains to thieve, 

Abhors a lie, nor cringes to deceive, 

Content, the greateſt happineſs life knows, 
Which from pure acts, pure contemplation, flows, 
And oft that joy the world can never give 

We can from ſelf, from ſelf-conceit, receive, 
Herein hath wiſeſt Providence been good, 


Nature could not reality provide, 
But this deficiency is well-ſupply'd 
By ſelf-eſtezm, by vanity, and pride. 
| | God's 


( 125 ) 


God's wiſdom thus, alike his power is ſeen, 
The world is balanc'd in the golden mean; 
That inequality which elſewhere ſeems, 
Is levell'd ; ſubſtance is outdone by dreams! 
This, like the ebbs and and flowings of the ſea, 
And change of ſeaſons, ſhews a wiſe decree, | 
And, with all elſe, diſplays a Deity. 
Sept. 29, 1735. 


My father uſed to call vanity, © Providence's paper- 
credit,” 
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XCI, 


My MANNER IR WRITING. 


I F I am told what ſome have done, 
How wine dropp'd verſes one by one; 
How Virgil, and how Horace, taught 

'The muſe to drudge a fingle thought, 

My anſwer is; if I muſt ſing, 

»My lyre muſt uſe its native ſtring ; 

And if velocity of ſenſe 

I feel, ſuch ſounds muſt come from thence, 
As that velocity allows, 

In all my ſwift ſucceſſive nows. 


* Sce Anacreon, Ode I. 


But 
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But greateſt maſters often fetch 

More glory from a rapid ſketch, 

Than from the moſt completing toil, 
And charge of colours, cloth, and oil. 


Sept. 29, 1735. 


The original ſketches on paper, of a maſter, are often al- 
Jowed to have more energy of expreſſion, however incorrect, 
than his moſt finiſhed piQures ; as they have the firſt low 
of his fancy and enthuſiaſm, My father's own noble col- 
lection was an abundant proof of this. And ſo the models, 
in terra cotta, of the great ſculptors, give far more de- 
light to connoiſſeurs, than their finiſhed ſtatues, The 
marble is for the great, the clay for the knowing. 
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XCIL 


UNCONCERNED FOR OUTWARD BEAUTY. 


Drcavns face, or face decay'd, 


Thou halt ere long in duſt be laid; 

But then thou wilt no more be mine. 

If a far better face ſhall ſhine, 

My intellectual eyes and tongue, 

What thoſe have ſeen, and this hath ſung, 
Shall then in blooming beauty be, 

And others teach to live like me ; 


* He was within a few months of ſeventy. 


Ye 
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*Ye features, ne ver much approv'd 

By me, nor made to be belov'd, 

Which now I, not regretting, view, 

No matter what becomes of you, 
Oct. 1- r. 1735. 


® 8 the note on No. Lx. 
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XCIII. 


SOLITUDE IMPROVED. 


* a | 
Mr hearth well warm'd, my lighted table ſet, 
My chair, my room, and all about me neat; 
Abroad tempeſtuous, dark, and miry flood ; 
How ſhall 1 ſpend this hour of ſolitude ? 
Delicious ſolitude ! for, ſo alone 
Am J, that thoughts importunate are none, 
No fad intruders, none of clam'rous blame, 
None offering terror, or infliting ſhame ; 
Such is my ſolitude. The world abroad, 
Whilſt drudging on life's too-accuſtom'd road, 
Deteſted crime polluting every ſtep, 
Or loſt i in dreamy . ſleep, 


- 9 plendet focus, et tibi munda Aides 
Hor. Ep. i. 5, 7. 


Gnaw'd 
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Gnaw'd by relentleſs cares, by paſſions rent, 

If ſweet the crime, how fierce the puniſhment ! 

*Wide-waſting war inteſtine ! cryeller 

Than thoſe which realms ſubdue, but conſcience 
ſpare ; 

The ſpecious world tormented thus is dark, 

Is warm, but as of crackling thorns a ſpark. 


+The man who finds tranquillity at home, 
Who fears nor paſt, nor preſent, nor to come ; 
Who Deity perceives in all he ſees, 
Deſpifing men's invented ſubtleties, 
Sits quiet, happy, nor regards the din, 
Secure from all abroad; 'tis heaven within. 


Nov. 23-24, 1735. 


„ SUI armis 
Luxuria incubuit. Juv. 


+ Tecum habita. Perſ. 
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XCIV. 
ANACREON JUNIOR. 
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cc 

TT us eat, let us drink, for to-morrow we die;“ 
If few are our pleaſures, let's catch what we can; 

Let others die daily, diſſemble and lie, 

Enjoy as they chuſe, but enjoyment deny, 

Be thankleſs and wretched, that never will I; 
Muſt I die like a dog ? I will live like a man. 

| Like 


— 
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Like an angel immortal Pl ſing, and I'll taſte 
The pleaſures provided for us by our king; 

Nor nature nor art will I rail at, or waſte, 

One flower ſuck'd dry, to another I'll haſte; 

Reſign'd, Il be temperate, honeſt, and chaſte, 
And, when life is ended, I'll thankfully ing. 

Nov. 26, 1735. 


XCV. 


PAIN TEACHES PLEASURE TO BE PLEASED, 
O ox. 


God alſo hath ſet the one over againſt the ot her. 
Eccleſ. vii. 14. 


By gout or ſtone —_— by fractur'd pains, 
Or by a tyrant's arbitrary chains, 

»The limbs, emancipated, joy beſtow, 

Which, healthy, unreftrain'd, they never know. 


To ills of which we ſuffering oft complain, 
We are indebted for the good we gain; 


When Socrates's fetters were knocked off, as he was 


going to drink the hemlock, he rubbed the parts that had 


been preſſed and bruiſed ; and told his friends, that he felt 
a pleaſure of which they, who had not been fettered, 
could not be ſenſible, 
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Ts there whom diſappointments ſtill have ſpar'd ? 


That man hath languid pleaſures, only, ſhar'd, 
Good is not good but as with ill compar'd. 


Grieve not at what wiſe Providence decreed, 
This for thy harveſt is th'appointed ſeed ; 
Anticipate the happineſs with praiſe, 

*Who now depreſſes, will as ſurely raiſe; 
tHe, with a parent's ſkill, our wants ſurveys, 

Now. 28, 1735. 


bs Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh 
in the morning. Pl. xxx. 5. 


+ Permiltis ipſis expendere 2 quid convenias 
nobis. 
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8 JOY AND PRAISE. Opr. 


Cour on, thou ſuggiſh day, 
I have occaſion for thy light ; 
My eager thoughts preſs crowding on their way, 

And emulating fingers ready are to write, 
"if With joy my heart is ſtor'd, 
$4 5 With joy and praiſe my buſy mind; 
i Was light but half ſo earneſt to be pour'd, 
 *Twould flaſhing leave (at once) the formal ſun behind. 


Thus, 


E 


Thus, days ſucceflive fly, 
Or clouds or beams perceiv'd abroad; 
Within is found a conſtant ſummer's {ky, . 
Father! be thine the praiſe! O omnipreſent God ! * 
Dec. 29, 1735» | 
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XCVII. 


Tur FAIR STREAM or LIFE, 


6 | 
Gros ſweetly, ſtream of life ! and boldly on, 
Not loud impetuous, but ſecurely ſtrong ; 
Bear on thy ſurface profitable trade, | 
Nor filent ſeek the ſoft mzand'ring ſhade. 
Within thy proper banks thy current keep, 
Shun the toſs'd wave and cataracting ſteep; 
Liſt to the ſhepherd's reed ; but hate to hear 
The clatt'ring horrors of tumultuous war; 
Nor ſooth the lover's or the poet's plaint, 
Nor teach the diſcontented more to want; 


- But the unfortunate complainer lull, 
Teach him, by reſignation, to be full. 


If ſtorm, fog, ice, diſturb thy waters, wait 
*Till all ſhall, in their ſeaſon, diſſipate. 


Int anni more fuentis apuæ. 
Ov. Art. Am. II. 62. 
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And whether fick'ring bright, or tempeſt-toſt, 
In the vaſt ocean, or the meadow loſt, | 
Pure be thy waters, wholeſome, and of taſte, 
Producing flowers and fruits, wherever caſt : 
Let the parch'd pilgrim, weary cottager, 

With the glad ſportſman, find refreſhment here ; 
And may all bleſs kind Providence, that they 
Found ſuch a river to relieve their way ! | 
Nor ſatisfy'd with their applauding voice, 

May thy own ſtream and flow'ry banks rejoice ! 


Feb. 25, 1735-6. 


Mea mihi conſcientia pluris eft, quam omnium 
fer mo. Ge. | ; 
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A BETTER PICTURE. 


M E no affairs embarraſs or engage, 
Enjoying the prerogative of age; 

For labour paſt rewarded, but no leſs 
Deteſting a diſhonour'd idleneſs. 

With th'importunity of buſineſs cloy'd, 
A nobler diligence is now employ'd ;.. 
By lines and colours I aſpire to trace, 
And beautify the intellectual face 

9 The 
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The ſketch, long ſince begun, employment ſweet ! 
* labour hard, improving, to complete. 
Reſemblance now I aim, but, as I paint, 
Would add each grace I can perceive I want; , 
Then raiſe the picture, bid the pencil ſtrike 
Each bright'ning feature, ſtriving to be like. 
If virtue ſmiles upon the canvas, there 
I find ſurpaſſing all! divine the air! 
The Deity now o'er the picture ſpread, 
_ Celeſtial beams ſurround, and beauty ſhed 
Plac'd in a paradiſe, I revel now 
Where golden fruit adorns the bloomy bough; 
A length of proſpect ornamental glows, 
And harmony, the maſter only knows! 
My tent's immoveable, though tempeſts rage, 
My ſæy's ſerene, more mellow'd by long age. 
Place you the picture in its proper light, 
Yourſelf may glow in beauty by the ſight, 
March 9-10, 1735-6. 


But wwe all with open face, beholding as in a. 
glaſs the glory of the Lord, are changed into the ſame 
image, frem glory to glory, even as by the ſpirit of the 
Lord. 2 Cor. iii. 18. When he ſhall appear, awe 
ſhall be like him; fur wwe ſhall fee him as be 17. 
1 John, iii. 2. 


Mer as though 7 had already attained; either 
ewvere already perfect; but I fellow after, if that 1 | 
may apprehend. Phil. iii. 12. > M 
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XCIX. 


* a - . 
AGAINST THE FEARS OF DEATH, 


| D EATH ! wherefore is the name our dread ? 
No ſooner found, and felt, than fled ; 
Juſt like the picture I was painting, 
Nothing is left, and nothing wanting 
A dream, a fallacy, at moſt, 
Or, if you pleaſe, an idle ghoſt, 


Sir Robert gave a man a place, 
That man's now richer than he was; 
But as *twas given him during pleaſure, 
Each moment then was over-meaſure 
Reſign'd, no reaſon to complain, 
Each penny got was ſo much gain. 


That this beloved carcaſe muſt 
In filth, in cold, and darkneſs ruſt— 
Imagination tells us thus, 
This carcaſe nothing is to us; 
No more 1s that or mine or me, 
Than is a hill in Mu/{covy. 


But what we have ſhall then be loſt: 
Right; mere privation tis at moſt. 
What think you of your nails and hair? 
Will you to clip or ſhave forbear ? 
Or, if the point you carry higher, 
Are you in terror to perſpire ? 
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All that ſome years ago was you, 
Is loſt, and what you are is new; 
And this each moment goes apace, 
And ſends another in its place. 
Nor have we loſt our many me's ; 
No loſs ! for none of ours were theſe 
Longer than heaven decrced ; and that 
*Tis not our buſineſs to debate. 


But what world's after ?—there's the pinch, 
The infinite beyond this inch ! ö 
Important infinite ! which brings 
A new, an unknown ſtate of things, 
And thoſe extreme] exiſtence bleſt, 
Or worſe than fancy e'er expreſt ! 

No idle apprehenſion this ! 

But hear what my reflection is. 

If you imagine your endeavour 
Shall your condition fix for ever, 
Begin, and all your utmoſt do; 

That done, endeavour ſtill anew, 
And, when the laſt you can is done, 
There is no remedy but one; 8 
To wiſdom, goodueſs, juſtice bow ; 
And theſe are open to you now, 
Shall we his goodneſs dread to truſt, * 
Or tremble leſt he prove unjuſt ? 

Or. ſhall we doubt, or ſhall we fear, 
Wiſdom's leſs wiſe than morta!s are ? 
Reaſon! perfection! can theſe be 
Paternal, friendly, leſs than we ? 
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But nature likes the preſent ſtate : 
IT nature not condemn for that; | 
Reaſon ſhould ſomething better know, 
And, chearfully, when bidden, go. 
The viſionary picture's fled, 
When ſhort mortality is dead. 


March 11, 1735-6. 


UNIVERSAL TRUTH. Ops. 


| INUMERABLE nations, cuſtoms, laws! 
Now ſwift before me glides the various ſcene ; 
The train its tedious length ſucceſſive draws, 
Another, meditating what hath been, 
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Surveying carefully how few the points 
Worthy the haughtineſs of reaſon's boaſt ; 

How flat the image which ev'n this imprints 
Upon the mind, of what concerns us moſt ! 
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I raiſe my eyes to the ſole ling'ring ſtar, 

Demand; and what can'ſ thou diſcover bright? 
I no aſſiſtance can depend on there, 

It feebly ſighs expiring in my fight, 
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Now ſaffron mantling decks the orient blue; 
The ſun is near. In thy diurnal round 
What fair diſcoveries, what notions new, - 
Haſt thou, intending my inſtruction, found ? 


Silence returns; but on he takes his way, 

To call the primroſe, bid the violet breathe, 
To bear the yawning labourers the day, 

To chear the landſcape, penetrate beneath. 


But this inſtruts me, *tis my proper ſphere, 
Not to purſue wide-ſpreading wiſdom vain ; 
One point moſt inconteſtibly is clear, 
Be this my purchaſe, as it is my gain. 


One God ! one Father ! legiſlator one, 
Throughout the univerſe, majeſtic ſhines ! 
The center he of all! glad thither run, 
From all circumference, direct, the lines! 


Center, circumference is xt! his wings 
Spread, univerſal kind, ſecure embrace ! 

Now the diſcordant tongue harmonious ſings, 
And ſmiles bright kindle on the various face ! 


Enough for me, rites, ceremonies, modes, 
Myſtic allaßons, allegories quaint, | 

Human inventions here, there ſcatter'd gods, 
Lie flat ; nor theſe a pure religion wants, 
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« The pure in heart ſee God.“ Devotion pure 
Not in this temple,” in“ this mount,” is known; 

May this our endleſs wand'ring paſſion cure! 
God is, and truth majeſtical is one. 


+Grav'd in each heart, the law divinely bright, 
Decreed, and irrefifiibly obey'd ; 
Decreed is all that is, and all is right; 

A culminating ſun without a ſhade ! 


Thus, on my early terrace muſing, I 

The ſecret hours enjoy; nor envy thoſe 
Who 1ndolent in uſeleſs ſlumbers lie, 

- Then paſs the day in one continu'd doze. 


* Our fathers worſhipped in this mountain, and ye 
ſay that Feruſalem is the place where men oug bt to wor- 
ſhip. Ci. e. the temple) Jeſus ſaith unto ber, Woman, 
believe me, the hour cometh, when ye ſhall neither in 
this mountain, nor yet at Jeruſalem, worſhip the Fa- 


ther. The true worſhippers ſhall worſhip the Father 
in ſpirit and in truth. John iv. 20. 


HP He hath ſvewwed thee, O man, what is goed; 
and what doth the Lord require of thee, but to do 
juſtly, and to love mercy, and to walk humbly with 
thy God? Mic. vi. 8. Love the Lord thy God Love 
thy neighbour as thyſel . On theſe two commandments 
bang all the lau and the prophets. Matt. xxii. 37. 
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How lovely now the hills their eyelids raiſe ! 

; Freſh beams the villages to ſmile invite, 
On golden ſands the morning current ſtrays, 

While I rejoice in all,—in nobler light! 


March 12, 1735-6, 
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CI. | | 
LIFE LENGTHENED. 


T with the labours of the day, I fit 
Muſng alone, and fain would labour yet. 
No theme demands my thought; a theme I ſeek ; 
The ſpirit is willing, but the fleſh is weak.“ 
Though reſt is buſineſs, other buſineſs ill 
Remains for me, nor do I want a will. 

Life ſtreams with a rapidity of haſte ; 

I of the current every drop would tafte. 

Who labours lives, commands ev'n life to wait, 
And ſeems, with innocence, to combat fate, 
With glory to reverſe the rigid law, 

Not to be drawn by time, but time to draw, 
Nobleſt ambition ! in one year to do 

The work which nature had deſign'd for two: 
Double again the taſk ; in value more 

Be what is done, than was deſign'd for four. 


Accu» ; 


| ( 140 ) 
Accumulating virtue thus, and ſpeed, 
Thou ſhalt expire an ancient man indeed. 


10-11 at night, March 12, 1735-6. 


By this computation my dear father lived to a patri- 
archal age.** Go, and do thou likewiſe.” Luke x. 37. 
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N CB. 


V Y ELCOME, my bed, my weary body's prop, 
Where reſt and ſleep renew our daily hope; 
Where we to wind and tide the veſlel leave, 

Duſky the path, and though the billows heave! 

Thus thought I when 'twas flood of ebb, the night 

Firſt morning call'd, the moon meridian bright, 
Allurement ſtrong! a new and pleaſing theme! 

But I, diſcreet, exclude the tempting beam. 

Curtain'd I ſay, repoſing ; not in thought; 

A nobler meditation firſt was brought, 

Which I purſu'd ere ſleep accepted was, 

Ere that effect ſubmitted to its cauſe, 
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« Though ſeeming baniſh'd from exiſtence, I 
Shall not unlov'd, not unproteQed, lie; 
The ſame great Parent, whilſt I ſecret ſleep, 
Will me, as in bright day, ſecurely keep ; 


As 


- a 
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As through a length of days he me hath kept, 

His eye hath never clos'd, his love not ſlept ! i 
In death's dark paſſage, and though hell ſhould rage, 
He will preſerve me through my deſtin'd ſtage.” 


Thus muſing ſweetly, and each thought was ſweet, 
I ſleep importunate prepar'd to meet. | 
Soon launch'd in dark oblivion—ſoon perceiv'd 
Renew'd exiſtence, found again I liv'd. 


« *Footing with vig'rous ſteps, by early dawn, 
The lengthen'd road, or wide-extended lawn ; 
Pleas'd with my journey, though my way was long, 
Pleas'd with my labour, for my limbs were ſtrong.” 


That viſion loſt, . and loſt I know not how, 
« With various friendly faces I was now; 
Of Milton queſtion'd ; twas among them ſaid, 
He wrote a book, I own'd, I had not read; 
Withal aſſerted, this was wond'rous ſtrange.” 
Again, and ſoon was, unperceiv'd, a change ; 
Buſy perpetual ! nor this dreamy work 
(From cauſes which in deep receſſes lurk) 
Gave leſs delight, but weary'd leſs than thoſe 
Which from my hand, or wakeful reaſon, roſe, 
« Reſt, ſleep are duties; are no leſs requir'd 
Than is obedience to a voice inſpir'd.“ 
And ſuch was this new-dawning reaſon's thought, 
Repeating what at midnight I was taught, 
A kind parentheſis was fleep and reſt. 
And now I onward meditation preſt, 


* Elegant and natural! like Ilia's dream in Ennius. 
| But 
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But not as when, by nature's wiſe command, 
Heavy my eye-lids, indolent my hand, 


How ſummer-like the morning! yonder lies 

A heat - preſaging miſt—begins to riſe ; 

For now the ſun is quitting too his reſt ; 
*And now, apparent king! of heaven poſleſt ; 
The buſy beam the trembling miſts forbid, 
And now, behold! a white thin froſt was hid ; 
That too ſwift fled, bright rays unveil the green, 
Hills, fields, and villages now crowd the ſcene ; 
Now is the ſcene enliven'd with a throng 
To Sunday's recreation urg'd along. 
To action all are deftin'd ; to poſſeſs, 
Or to be inſtruments of happineſs ; 
(Bounty divine! and ſhall we train the name, 
And wiſe and honeſt recreation blame?) 
My thought, my hand obeys, obeys in haſte, 
One week begins ere its fore-runner's paſt, 
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By various arts delighted, I from one 
Greedy catch pleaſure, then to others run; 
Life is by far too ſhort for my deſign, 
| I labours aim which ne'er ſhall leave the mine. 
Impetuous, and impatient to produce, 

14 This for an ornament, and that for uſe; 
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f WR And this, and that, and more, and more, and till, 
. þ | Diſpatching, new and new my projects fill; 
=_ - And will purſue; and though I muſt reſtrain, 
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The world ſhall find I have not liv'd in vain. 
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Surviving eyes ſhall well-meant labours ſee, 

All offer'd up with love, O God! to thee ; 

By thee accepted, be they e'er ſo mean, 

For in my hand thy wiſe decree is ſeen. 
March 14, 1735-6. 


M. Catonis illud ſemper magnificum et preclarum 
putawi, hominum atque magnorum non minus otii, quam 
negotii rationem extare oportere. Cic. pro Plancio, 27. 


There have been many ſayings and maxims on the em- 
ployment and dignity of leiſure, but T know of no actual 
deſcription of it, as in this beautiful little poem; which is 
a true and animated picture (elſe it would not have been 
a true one) of my dear father's head, heart, and hands. 
And in which the ftrong deſcriptive lines towards the end 
run faſter than one can read them. 


| 


CIT, 


MY VERSE. 


Soon as my eyes, ſated with ſhort repoſe, 
Permit, the infant day ſoft whiſp'ring flows; 
Ideas then with awful reaſon riſe, 
And idiot fancy with her viſions flies. 
A nobler morning this! nor this I boaſt, 
*Tis vulgar privileg2 ; but now the hoſt 
Of thoughts, or new, or bid at midnight wait, 
Daily appear, and with peculiar ſtate. 
As 
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As when experienc'd troops, without command, 

In order'd bright array or move, or ſtand ; 

My Morning Thoughts themſelves forthwith diſpoſe, 
Words take their number'd place, diſdaining proſe, 
My earlieſt language! like another me, 

Another voice explaining what I ſee, 

Prerogative diſtin ; the matter fit! 

Not avaricious ſchemes, nor whimſy'd wit, 

Not ſad rememb'rance, nor complaining aims, 

Far other virgin meditation claims ; 

My ſchemes more worthy are, more worthy praiſe, 
Strengthen the heart, and cordial raptures raiſe ; | 
Themes which mighc enter heaven, be welcome there. 
O that my verſe their fit companions were! 


Unwiſe complaint ! ſhall I, divinely fed, 
Reject, not rich enough, my daily bread ? 
And you, who theſe purſue, no poem ſeek, 
I but my uſual morning language ſpeak. 


March 17, 1735-6. 


Ryoicing 
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CIV. 
Rejoicing in the Lord alway ; again 1 ſay reoice.* 
Oni. 


Man lab'ring, dark, confin'd to narrow ſpace, 
Sullenly wretched ; *tis the filk-worm's caſe. 
That worm, become a fly, among the flowers 
Gaily rejoices z may not this be ours? 


| Juſt oppoſite my window, Cynthia, broad, 
Me kindly view'd, muſing, my conſtant road; 
But Cynthia's beam is gone, the orient ſhine 
Extinguiſh'd hers. May not this caſe be mine? 


Or ſo, or not; extinguiſh'd quite and loſt, _ 
Or bright expanding on ſome happier coaſt, 
I'm not ev'n now a worm obſcure, but ſing, 
And in fair gardens ſpread my painted wing. 


For, beams eternal, bright and warm, I feel, 
Joyfully bending to the ſovereign will; 
On God repoſe, well knowing that his eye 
Regards, his hand ſecures his ardent fly. 


March 18, 1735-6. 


® Phil, iv. 4. 
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F RET not thyſelf,” to find corruption lives, 

And a rank odour to our ſpecies gives ; 
Grieve not, that pride, ingratitude, prevail, 
And indolence ſpreads wide her filken fail 
That cruelty, with harden'd forehead, dares, 
And luſt nor virgin, wife, nor widow ſpares 
+Voluptuouſneſs with ravage fierce goes on, 
And avarice conſults itſelf alone ; 
Uncharitable thoughts, and calumny, 

Spread far and wide, and every look's a lie. 
View not the world with a too ſullen thought, 
Nor let its thouſand beauties be forgot. : 
If ills aboand, if God's bleſt image dim, 
And if guilt dances on the flick'ring ſtream z 
The more let thy bold enterprifing hand 

The general inundation fierce withſtand, 

Doſt thou a reformation wiſh ? begin, 

And build a pure celeſtial throne within; 

Joy in that image which thy honour'd mind 
{Perceives 4/?re2 there hath left behind; 
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” P/alm xxxvii. I, 7s 8. 
1 


Sevior armis 
Luxuria incubuit, Juv. 


t Ultima cel;ftum terras m—_— reliquit, Ov. Met. 
Thon 


( 147 ) 


Thou would'ſ perfection's fair reſemblance ſee, 
Be it attempted, be it found in thee, 

There found, it not imports what's ſeen abroad, 
Safe in thy home ſurvey the miry road ; 

From thy glad hills look down, with pity hear 
The daſhing foam below, nor tempeſt fear. 

So ſhall thy little world within be pure, 

And for each foreign ill afford a cure. 


But know, by fretting, you increaſe the ſtain, 
That world deform of which you * complain. 
March 19-20, 1735-6. | 


« Fret not thyſelf ;” thy ſorrow is in vain ; | 


* Sed nil dulcius eft, bene quam munita teners 
Edita dorina ſapientum templa ſerena ; 
Deſpicere unde queas alics, paſingue widere 
Errare, atque viam palanteis guærere vite, 
Lucret, II. init. 


eee 
| CVI. 
GLORY OF AGE.» 


Ix youth, and as come on increaſing years, 

The world demands, and hath, our hopes and fears; 
Nor thoſe alone, we hear a bolder claim, 

The blood perceives a tyranniſing flame. 

Buſineſs ſufficient ! now voluptuouſneſs 


And glory human faculties poſſeſs ; 


* Though our outward man periſh, yet the inward 
man is renewed b day. 2 Cor . iv. 6. | 
* 2 L 2 KReaſon, 
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Reaſon, ſubſervient made, in ſecret weeps, 
Or wiſdom's mimick'd while true wiſdom ſleeps. 


By uſe, or violence, as ſtrength decays, 
And paſſion ſlowly hath forgot to blaze, 
A nobler youth, a ſecond man! ſtands forth, 
Compares and finds things paſſing little worth; 
Seeks heav'nly things, enjoyments pure, refin'd, 
The human now becomes angelic mind. 
Before, external beauty hid a fool, 
Now wrinkles not conceal diſcretion's ſchool ; . 
Beauty ſuperior! theſe deep furrows are 
As ſcars receiv'd in honourable war. 
'The hero of the drama now 1s crown'd, 


Whilſt wiſe applauſes heal each glorious wound. 


So may I, in my lateſt ſcene of age, 
Juſt praiſe receive, and joyous quit the ſtage! 


March 23, 1735-6. 


® Then 1 looked on all the works that my hands 
bad wrought. and on the labour that I had laboured to 
ao ; and behold all was vanity and veration of ſpirit, 
and there was no profit under the ſun. And I turned 


my/elf to behold <viſaom. Eccleſ. ii. 11. 


| LIGHT, 


( 149 ) 


CVII. 
F100 oe 44 i fog 


p y ELCOME, lov'd light! my neceſſary lamp, 
By which I colour'd forms on canvaſs ſtamp ; 
Without thy aid my enterpriſing hand 
No cunning hath, nor can obey command; 

Nor could the eve theſe changing tints conceive z 
Thou doſt the joyous bright ideas give. 

Nature by thee is dreſs'd ! by thee is day, 

Ocean, and air, and earth, and heav'n are gay! 
Order produc'd, chaotic darkneſs ſtill, 

Is emptineſs ; light muſt creation fill, 

„Let there be light,” now ſpake creation's voice, 
Things truly now exiſt, and now rejoice. 


Without the eye in vain had ſhot the blaze 
To him who viſion form'd, to him be praiſe! 
He taught the eye who nature taught to ſhine, 
The eye, diſcerning, ſhews the art divine. 
Inſtantly pictures and ideas riſe, 

Fancy, what ſtill is wanting, next ſupplies, 
Fair offspring of the wedded beam and ſight, 
Rich in inſtruction, uſeful in delight. 


Various the bleſſing ſtreaming from the ſun, 
And from his ſubſtitute, when day is gone; 


Fruly the light is ſweet, and a pleaſant thing it 
15 for the eye. is behold the Jun. Eccleſ. xi. 7. 
| L 3 She 


CO — — — 


 Ev'n darkeſt night not ſeldom boaſts to aim 


(150) 


| She failing, ſtellar rays, or thoſe of art, 
Direct the hand, exhilarate the heart. 


What muſe delights not in the dewy ray, 
When the firſt matin wakes the vocal ſpray ? 
Or when ſoft twilight, with its breezes ſweet, 
Prevents the day's precipitate retreat ? 


Now brightens more the morn, the ſun uprears, 
Pale azure opens, flow miſt diſappears, 
Soon will full rays diſcover diſtant view, 
And tinge all objeQs with a lovelier hue; 
And as the days ſucceſſively beſtow 
The vernal train, more bright will nature glow, 
Till glaring beauty fills the burning ſky, 
Scorches the earth, and dims the dazzled eye. 


A competition by ſwift- pointed flame; 
And oft, more kind, from northern ſtores unknown 
Sends beauteous coruſcations, not her own. 


Still light is vary'd; miſts, and clouds, and clear, 
Perpetual glad variety prepare; 
Nay, ev'ry change of light new changes brings, 
And ſhews a like viciſſitude of things; 
New tints, new pictures grace the crowded ſcene, 
Such as no more ſhall be, have never been ! 


Wiſely is all diſpos'd, with bounteous care, 
Paternal love { for we his children are ; 
His who commands worlds brighter far than this 
Immenſity, eternity, are his! 


Hail, 


( 151 ) 


Hail, light divine! ſupreme! eternal ſun 
Unoumber'd are the beams, the center one. 
March 22:24, 1735-6, 


POLOGQIOGOOSSOOUUHOOOOOSINTOOOOOOOGIHHOO9COOEES 


. CVIIL. 


INTELLECTUAL LIGHT. 


IN vain corporeal light, if dark the ſoul, 
If the miod's region is this frozen pole; 
The mind's! made capable to ken the whole, 


If far beyond the intelleQual eye 
| *Aſpires not to, attains not deity, 
Attain'd, not finds to be for ever nigh 


To caſt on all a golden ray ſerene 
Now univerſe is ali refulgent ſeen, 
But moſt appears, moſt bezutiful, within. 


Thy vaſt concern ! the reſt, the worlds abroad 
Not thine, though each hath various good beſtow'd; 
Thy happineſs is ſelf's peculiar good. 


Innumerable objects fill all ſpace, 
Each moment, and each particle of place, 
Each eye muſt ſee the dignity and grace. 


* That they foould ſeek the Lord, if haply they 
night feel after him, and find him, though be be not 
far from every one of us. Acts xvii. 27. | 

WT 3 Illu- 


E 308 } 


Illumination then ſhall be my care 
To thoſe who diligent and humble are, 
The Light of Lights will pour a plenteous ſhare. 


March 24, 1735-6, 
AY AL A AL A AI A ns 


CIX, 


My pay BEGun. To ur son. 


* 

1 Would with ardent zeal, on ſteady wing, 
The high renown of ancient heroes ſing, 
Or modern names deſerving celebrate, 
Adorn their graves, their virtues imitate— 
Ves, thus I will attempt; nor thus alone, 
Not only copy, I would bring my own ; 
Original ſhall be my offer'd ſtore, 

I will aſpire where none have gone before ; 
Not to diſtinguiſh this low, ſounding name, 
Nor court the unadorning breath of fame, 


* Otaw atyewv Arpida;, Oc. See Auacreon's firſt 
ode. | | : 1 
+ Avia Pieridum peragro loca, nullius ante 
Trita ſolo, Cc. | Lucret. I. 925. 

Libera per vacuum poſui veſtigia princeps; 

Non aliena meo preſſi ped.— Hor. Ep. 1. 19. 21. 
And it is true; but how different from their boaſt; and to 
how much nobler and more uſeful a purpoſe! 

| | The 


( 153 ) 


The breath of intereſt, paſſion, folly, lies ! 
Nor yet the truly pious, virtuous, wiſe ; 
*My proud ambition is, by honeſt art, 

To win more truth, to purify my heart, 
+The path of happy life, the flowery way, 
To tread, inceſſant, to the realms of day. 


Alas ! my muſe, too weak of wing, deſpairs 
Due praiſe to others ; if ſhe well prepares 
My mind to uſe the preſent day aright, 
To purchaſe joyous retroſpe& at night, 
tShe's well employ'd, though none ſhould ever ſee 
My ready verſe, or once ſhould think of me. 
I ſeek not praiſe from others, none I give, 
Sufficient if I wiſely learn to live; 
If that I can, and honour thence enſue, 
I glad bequeath the benefit to you. ; 
And if my verſe delights more, moves, retains, 
And more than proſe and ſilent thinking gains, 
$Who raſhly flights my undreſs'd muſe will praiſe, 
Diſhevell'd her's, his locks adorn'd with bays. 
April 2, 1736. 


une ſuperbiam | 
uc ſitam meritis. Hor. O. iii. 30. 14. 

+ Her ways are ways of plea ſantucſi, and all her 
paths are peace. Prov. iii. 17. 

Bene et ille, cum quereretur quo tanta diligentia 
artis ſpectaret, ad pauciſſimos perventure Satis ſunt, 
inquit, mibi pauci, ſatis eſt unus, ſatis eft nullus. 
Egregie hoc tertium. Senec. Ep. vii. 

$ Nec mea dona, tibi ſtudio diſpifta ſideli, 


Intellecta prius quam fint contempta relinquas. 
Lueret. I. 47+ 
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( 154 ) 


LarTzR LITE.“ To ux soxn. Ops: 


Soon as the pleaſing viſion dies, 
And her attendant reveries, 


The early ſmilers bid me riſe. 


_ Chiefly devotion, praiſes ſweet, 
Each gladly haſtens each to meet, 
And ſoul and body, friendly, greet. 


The early dew, the flowery field, 
Light, ſky, and air, their praiſes yield; 
With pure delight my being's fill'd! 


From morn to noon, thence on to eve, 
J influence divine receive, 
Nor midnight-filence fails to give! 


On breath of men 1 live no more, 
Nor prudent gain, as heretofore ; 
My rolling waves have found a ſhore. 


Content with honeſt decencies, 
Pleas'd to correct what's found amiſs, 
I hope a more important bliſs. 


Is this to paſs my leiſur'd years 
With honour ? or ſhould ſervile feare 
Employ old age's vale of tears ? 


Otium cum dignitate. Cic. pro Sexts 15. 


( 255. ) 


My ſoul is wrapt in harmony ! 
That thou the ſweet delight may'ſt ſee, 
My ſon, I leave my verſe with thee. 


J pour their bleſſings on thy head; 
And if around the fragrance ſpread, 
I ſhall live beſt when I am dead. 


April 21, 1736. 


CXI. 


MATTER OF PRaAlsE, To MY son. 


| Excarp the follies and the crimes of youth, 
The griding cares of buſy manhood ſcap'd ; 
*From dangers manifold in ſearch of truth, 
Nor in affairs important, once miſ-ſtepp'd. 


His ſearches were ſo anxious, and ſo fincere, that from 
one doubt to another, he came at laſt to doubt even the 
lawfulneſs of his profeſſion of a painter, ſo as even to have 
ſuſpended the practice, for two or three months, of his moſt 
beloved art; and this on his early entering into the 
world, with a moſt dear and affectionate wife, and a family 


coming on; but he was ſoon ſet at eaſe from this moſt dan- 


gerous ſcruple by the Archbiſhop of Canterbury (Teniſon) 
the Biſhops of Ely, Exeter, and other the moſt eminent 
divines, who all loved and honoured him; of which I have 
now the proofs in their letters, 


From 
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( 156 ) 


From pale diſeaſe and grinning pain acute, 
From pungent grief, (*one loſs excepted till !) 
Eſcap'd from teaſing law, perverſe diſpute, 
FAnd curs'd dependence on another's will. 


From each calamity our nature's claim, 
Expence, diſhonour, plagues, and ſad remorſe ; 


From thoſe attendant on a huſband's name, 


To me of multitudes of joys the ſource ! 


From tongues malicious, envious or baſe, 
And from the miſchiefs flanderers attend ; 
Eſcap'd all fear to ſhew erect my face, 
No enemy once known, but many a friend! 


From the complaints or peeviſhneſs of age, 
Senſes obtuſe, or over-clouding mind; 

tHave I not trod with decency the ſtage ? 
And hath not Providence to me been kind ? 


For theſe, and all I hope, I day by day, 
With early morning ſmiling praiſe, and when 
The ſun rolls up, pours down his arched way, 
And when I here find ſolitude again. 


For theſe eſcapes, for theſe enjoyments ſweet, 
My grateful thoughts theſe artleſs ſongs indite ; 

Nor ſo content, I catch the vacant ſheet, 
Accumulating praiſes as I write. 


This loſs was of my dear mother. 
+ Perhaps there never was a man who had a more rooted 


averſion to dependence. 
t Ecquid tis videretur mimum vitae commode tranſi- 
gije ? Aug. ap. Sueton, vit. 
| Not 


( 157 ) 
Not hopeleſs that my praiſe may ſtimulate, 
May others teach to live ljke me, and ſing, 


*When I am loſt to ſenſe, though ſafe with fate, 
With pious hearts may pious odours bring. 


Thou chiefly, O my ſon fincere! for thine 

Is what I write ; my kind companion, thou 
My friend, affiſtant art; may love divine 

Bid brighter laurels flouriſh on thy brow ! 


How ſhall I praiſe ſufficiently ! my praiſe 
Sufficient is, for he accepts who gave ; 

Gives hope, that the remainder of my days 
Shall with like joy conduct me to my grave. 


Be written there, or be remember'd, I 
Study'd the ſiſter- arts. Theſe, more ſublime! 

To live unſtain'd, unterrify'd to die, 

| +And was a very glutton of my time.” 


April 27 1 736. 


Af ego ſecurã pace quigſcam. Milt. Manſus. 93. 


+ Whoever knew my dear father, will ſee the force and 
beauty of this ending, 


SELF» 


a ᷓͤ —— 


( 158 ) 


op - - CXII. 


| | SELF-EXAMINATION. 
} 


- Ac AIN my heart ſuſtain thy e taſk, 

= And anſwer honeſtly to what I aſk. 

U | * Haſt thou apply'd with diligence and care, 

1 . Examin'd what thy prejudices are?“ 

|| Forthwith my heart this ſteady anſwer brought ; 

« I, in the love of truth, the truth have ſought.” 


| Not fatiafy'd with what it ſpoke in haſte, 
Again I ſaid; ** Opinions, long embrac'd, 
Were they examin'd well, and are they till ? 
Haſt thou maintain'd a rectitude of will? 
Conformable have all thy actions been? 
And is all pure, all peaceable, within?“ 


Gravely the heart returns; “ What can I more? 
God hears ; were Satan liſt'ning at the door, 
Did both demand, and death attending nigh ! 

I durſt, and would, with confidence reply; 
Self. love by nature was ſupremely taught, 
And, in the love of truth, the truth I ſought.” 


And well may truth be lov'd ; the more we know, 
More rich the ſtreams of conſolation flow; 
Doubt, fear, affliction, and deſpair ariſe, 
Not from the truth divine, but human lies. 
Juſt praiſe to truth divine; the more 'tis known, 
The brighter goodneſs infinite is ſhown ! 


Such 


( 159 ) 
Luch praiſe I now and ever pay; beſtow'd 
By omnipreſent truth, the only good. 
His am I, all is his, and all is pure; | 
The ſweeteſt truth! All is in God ſecure,” 
Nov. 9, 1736. 7 
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CXIII. 


TRrANSLATION OF an Epis0DE or Dar. 


This ancient Florentine poet, in the 33d canto of the 
firſt part of his poem of Hell, Purgatory, and Pa- 
radiſe, tells the flrange flory of Count Ugolino, 
Tord of Piſa, being depoſed and impriſoned by the 

treaſonable praftices of the Archbiſhip Ruggieri, 
and ftarved to death, with all his family, in the 
Tower of Famine, as it was afterwards called 
from this tragedy. He takes occafion for this, from 
ſeeing, in his paſſage, the ſhocking appearance of 
#wo heads, cloſe together, one upon the other, which 
it was gnawing with a more than fumiſbed eager- 
1 /r. He aſting Who they had been, and what 
could be the motive to fo horrid a ſpectacle? the 
uppermoſt turned ſuddenly from his foul banquet, and 


| Jhoke as follows. This event bappened in Dante's 
own time, who died in 1321. 


H E from the horrid food his mouth withdrew, 

And, wiping with the clotted offal hair 

His ſhudd'ring lips, uprais'd his head, and ſpake: 
Thou 


{ 160 ) 


c Thon wilt compell me to renew my grief, 
Which, ere I ſpeak, oppreſſeth my ſad heart; 
But, if I infamy accumulate | 

On him whoſe head I gnaw, I'll not forbear 

To ſpeak, though tears flow faſter than my words. 


« I know not who thou art, nor by what power, 
Whether of ſaints or fiend:, thou hither cam'ſt; 
But by thy ſpeech thou ſeem'ſt a Florentine. 
Know then, that I Count Upolino was, 

The Prelate Ruggieri this, which known, 
That I, by him betray'd, was put to death, 

Is needleſs to relate, thou muſt have heard; 
But what muſt be unknown to mortal men, 
The cruel circumſtances of my death, 

Theſe I will tell, which dreadful ſecret heard, 
Thou wilt conceive how juſt is my revenge. 


«© The ancient tower in which I was confin'd, 
And which is ſince the Tower of Famine call'd, 
Had in her ſides ſome ſymptoms of decay ; 
Through theſe I mark'd the firſt approach of morn, 
After a reſtleſs night, the ſirſt I paſs'd 
A priſoner in its walls ; unquiet dreams 
Oppreſs'd my lab'ring brain; I ſaw this man 
Hunting a wolf and her four little whelps, 

On that high ridge of mountains which divides 
The Piſan lands from thoſe which Lucca claims 
With meager, hungry dogs the chace ſet out, 
Nor long continu'd ; ſoon they ſeiz'd their prey, 


And tore their bowels with remorſeleſs teeth. 


46 Soon 


( 16x ) 


«© Soon as my broken ſlumbers fled, I heard 
My ſons, who alſo were with me inclos'd, 
Cry in their troubled ſleep, and aſk for bread. 
O! thou art cruel if thou doſt not weep, 
T*inking on that which now thou well perceiv'ſt 
My heart divin'd ; if this excite not tears, 
At what art thou accuſtom'd e'er to weep ? 


„ The hour was come when food ſhould have been 
| brought ; 

Inftead of this, O God! I heard the noiſe 
Of creaking locks and bolts, with doubled force 
Securing our deſtruction, I beheld 
The faces of. my ſons with ſtupid eyes 
Them I ſurvey'd, but utter'd not a word ; 
Nor could I weep; they wept ; An/elmo ſaid, 
My little dear Anſelmo z What's the cauſe, , 
Father, you look ſo ſad ?“ I wept not yet, 
Nor ſpake a word that day, nor following night. 


% But when the dawn of the ſucceeding day 
Faintly appear'd, and I beheld my own 
In the four faces of my wretched ſons, 
I in my clenched fiſts faſten'd my teeth; 
They, judging *twas for hunger, roſe at once, 
* You, Sir, have given us being, with this fleſh, 
This miſerable fleſh, bave cloath'd your ſons, 
With it ſuſtain yourſelf ; the grief to us 
Were leſs to die, than thus to ſee your woes.” 
Thus ſpake my boys; I, like a ſtatue then, 
Was ſilent, ſtill! and, not to add to theirs, 
Doubled the weight of my own miſeries. 

| M « This 


( 162 } 
« This and the following day in filence paſs'd, 
Why, cruel earth! did'ſt thou not open then? 


« The fourth came on; my Gaddo at my feet 
Cry'd, Father, help me ;* ſaid no more, but died; 


Another day, two other ſons expir'd ; 


The next left me alone in woe ; their pains 

Were ended. Blindneſs now had ſeiz'd my eyes, 
But no relief afforded : I my ſons 

Saw not, but grop'd about with feeble hands, 
Longing to touch their famiſh'd carcaſes ! 

And call'd firſt one, then t'other, by their names , 
But anſwer none! all horrid ſilence here! 

"Till after two days more, what grief could not, 
That famine did.” He ſaid no more, but turn'd, 
With baneful eye diſtorted, all in haſte, 

And ſeiz'd again, and gnaw'd the mangled head, 


[To this ſhocking ſtory, ample juſtice has lately been done 
by the pencil of Sir Joſhua Reynold.] [ 
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Poetical Meditations, 
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{In this Part ſeveral Morning Thoughts alſo are inter- 
ſperſed, with many others, written at various times, and 
en various occaſions, ] 


* 
I. 
Reſignation to Providence in the moſt threatening 
perplexit ies. 


Fg 


Ox CE my ſtrong ſight could brave the noon-day 
{ky , | 

+ Now, teaſing motes ſlide o'er my feeble eye, 

Of which God knows the conſequence, not I. 


But he who hath appointed day and night, . 
Who ſaid, © Let there be light, and there was light,” 
Doth what he will, and what he doth is right. 


The formleſs chaos, at his ſole command, 
Heard and obey'd; and his almighty hand 


Created worlds, divided ſea and land. 
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( 164 ) 
And at his word the ſun and moon no more 


Shall give their chearful light, nor ſhall the ſhore 
Confine the ſea, nor winds in foreſts roar. 


Diſtance of time or place, eternity, 
Paſt, or to come, nor heav'n's immenſity, 
Or the profoundeſt hell, hides from his eye. 


Our proudeſt undertakings he inclines, 
And to one centre guides their various lines, 
As beſt conduces to his own deſigns. 


ter — — cot fo 


| | | Nor can the ſmalleſt accidents befall 
| Without his providence, for at his call 
| They come; tis he directs and governs all. 


4 His wiſdom can produce unlikelieſt things, 
bl By this great order from confuſion ſprings, 
1 He good from evil, light from darkneſs, brings. 


He blaſts the ſubtleſt projects of his foes ; 
But, where the ocean of his goodneſs flows, 
To them he loves, nor man nor angel knows. 


Ceaſe then, O timorous man, no more repine, 
But to thy Maker's providence reſign 
Whatever either is, or ſhall be, thine. 


Feb. 17, 1703-4. 


This was at my father's firſt entering into buſineſs, and 
a family coming on; which gave him ſo much terror, 
that it firſt occaſioned his religious ſcruples, and a moſt 
ealamitous lowneſs of ſpirits for two or three years. 


Writtes 
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II. 


Written in the time of my religious ſeruples. © 


Tax would I fear and love, O Sov'reign Good, 
And follow, if the way I underſtood. | 

»Tis ſaid, the way is plain. How can that be, 

Can that be plain in which ſo few agree ? 

All Chriſtians own one rule, the Holy Writ, 

The queſtion is, Who ſhall interpret it? 

Some ſay the church, infallibly, and thence 

Bring doctrines ſtrange, and contrary to ſenſe, 

If we muſt tread the paths which others tread, 
And blirdly follow where the church ſhall lead, 
Why was man's ſoul with reaſon's light ſupply'd, 
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If, needful moſt, it muſt be laid aſide, 
To ali but prieſts the uſe of it deny'd! 
How ſhall I truſt my tenſes when I read, | 
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Or hear, or ſee, if I a prieſt muſt need, 

To tell me what it is whereon I feed ? 

Myſt'ries there are whoſe depth I cannot know, 

But ſtill *tis reas'nable it may be ſo, 

And therefore I believe ; muſt I go on, | 
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And ſwallow every contradiction? 
Which if I would, I can't; nor can it e'er be done. 


Hic liber eft in quo guærit ſua dogmata qui/que, 
Et in quo reperit dogmata qui/que ſua. 
Written on the firſt leaf of an ancient 
MS Bible in the Vatican. 
M 3 Others 


4 
Þ 
* 
: 
. 
. 
7 
1 
. 
þ 15 
1 
: * 
# 
1 
12 
* q 
o 
43 
1:8 
1 
FFF 
FT: 
1 
1 
1 
FF > 
1 
1 

„ 
N 4 
TK 

4 
11 
11 
> 
+ B8-7 
© 
$ 
11 

1 
276 
of 7 
1 
1 
SH: 
£1 
: i 
; 

7 
T4$4:5 
1 : 
T 
733: 
F< 
1 22 
, 2: 
& zl 
1 
1 
SE 
o 
1 
wh 
Te th 
C4 5 5+ 
e 
11 
14 Z 
1 
1 
+38. 
$1335: 
n 
14. 
FE 
EE T2 
1411 

- 

2837 
pL 108 
1 
: 
: : 
( 
1 

| 1 
19 

x 
18 
1 
11 
1 

14 
1 

11 
I 
: f 
14 

, ef 

: : 

£3 £5 

x C 

1 
14 

1 

1141 

1 
1 
1 i 

1 
. i 
: [ 
14 
þ l 

. 
$7 

WEE 

L 150 

11 
1 : 

1 

SE : 

BE * 

111 

7 Fn 

+ Fe? 

1 

0 

14 

in 
11 
F * 

[ 

1 : 

£ : 

7 


© 200. 


Others ſay, Every man is judge, and may 
Interpret ſcripture juſt in his own way; 

The fence is broken, and unnumber'd ſwarms 
Of ſects ruſh in, the church is all in arms, 
Harſh diſcord triumphs, each opinion's belt, 
And every one, by ſcripture, damns the reſt, 


Nor are we leſs to ſeek what we're to do 
Than to believe, that's all uncertain too 
The rule's the ſame, as we are told again, 
The way we are to go is very plain, 


Be juſt, love mercy, humbly walk with God.” 
*T'were well if that were all; but, O! the load 


Of ſuper-added precepts, expoſitions, 
Directions, obſervations, impoſitions, 
Which few, or none can practiſe, no not they 
Themſelves who undertake to ſhow the way. 
„% Aye, but do all you can ;” alas! but who 


Can ſay he has done the utmoſt he can do? 
Thoſe hermits who have waſted all their years 


In rig*rous watchings, faſtings, prayers, and tears, 
Many condemn, few imitate, moſt ſay 
That God is better ſerv'd another way; 


When in an active ſtate, much good is gain'd, 


The poor reliev'd, a family maintain'd, 


And children's children, yet unborn, ſuſtain'd. 
But I have chos'n an active life; and here 

The way is fill'd with buſineſs, and with care, 
Diſtractions, hindrances. When can a man 


Pretend to ſay, He hath done all he can, 


Or 


6 167) 


Or all he ought ?” Then ſee what others do, 
And act accordingly ; but O how few 

Pretend religion ; of thoſe few how rare 
Examples worth our imitation are ! 

Hypocriſy, conceit, perverſeneſs, folly, 
Whimſies, enthuſiaſm, melancholy ; | 
Enough there is of theſe, too much, God knows, 
Which almoſt all religion overthrows. 


Where then is truth, and who ſhall be my guide, 
That I mayn't wander where the pat\'s ſo wide? 
When, amongſt men of parts and piety, 

Some ſtrenuouſly affirm, and ſome deny | 
The ſelf ſame thing, in what a ſtrait am I! 

How can I hope to be from errors free, 

Midſt ſuch confuſion and uncertainty ? 


But, ſure, our judge who knows we are but duſt, 
And who is no leſs merciful than juſt, 
Accepts the humble, and allowance makes 
For undeſign'd tranſgreſſions and miſtakes ; 
Teaching and helping creatures, who deſire 
All neceſſary knowledge to acquire, | 
And who to virtue's greateſt heights aſpire. 
May I be ſuch! then ſhall T hope to dwell 
With him who only is infallible. 
In all events, here will I reſt my plea; 
What I can ne'er attain can ne'er my duty be. 


I judge this muſt have been written about the year 1706, 


when he was depreſſed with great religious doubts and 
ſcruples. I have ventured to add of my own the two laſt 


lines, ; 
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III. 


To THE LARK.. Ax ARABIAN THOUGHT. 


7 


Tu OU very pretty little thing, 
Mount aloft upon the wing, 

And in the chearful vernal air, 
Now the weather's ſoft and fair, 
Let us hear thee ſhrilly ſing : 

Let thy bed be ſweetly plac'd, 
Feed and ſip, and pleaſe thy taſte 
See thy young ones ſport and play, 
Peck and chirrup all the day; 

But, oh! the net will come at laſt. 


One would think my father had had in his eye Hadrian's 
&« Animula vagula, blandula,” but he was entirely ignorant 
of it, as of every other beauty which is to be found in the 
originals only of the Greek: and Latin writers. Yet, 
throughout all his productions, there occur, every now and 
then, ſuch ſeeming imitations, from the mere likeneſs of 
original genius, as would induce the ancients themſelves to 
think him their plagiary. 


Ox 
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On reading a copy of verſes in praiſe of the beauties. 


Rus, meridian, or declining charms, 
Which poet's muſe invite, or lover's arms, 
Which at the court, or park, or play we ſee, 
Are all alike indifferent to me. 


As when in a clear night we view the ſtars 
With twinkling luſtre, *till the moon appears, 
And doth with her ſuperior brightneſs drown 
Millions of leſſer lights, and ſhines alone; 

Theſe may be other worlds, as ſome folks ſay, 

And may to other neighb'ring worlds give day; 
But whatſoe'er be there their influence, 

To us they ſcarcely light, no heat diſpenſe : 

So when fam'd beauties do the town ſurpriſe, 
And bribe men's tongues, and captivate their eyes, 
Something I ſee agreeable, and fine, 

They warm not me, I juſt perceive they ſhine. 


May each of them in their own vortex blaze! 
But I am influenc'd by other rays ; 
She (in poetic ſtyle ſublime) 'tis ſhe 
Is ſtars, and moon, and ſun, and all to me! 


She 
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She is my other ſelf; ſhe many years 
Hath triumph'd in my love, and I in her's, 
Neither a rival, or a partner fears: 
And if our children our affections claim, 
They not dimiaiſnh, but increaſe the flame. 
Conſcious of real merit, we deſpiſe 


a Inſi pid compliments, and flatteries, 
| And beauty which the dreſs or art ſupplies, 
i Virtue in ev'ry dreſs is beauteous ſtill, 


— 14 Nor fears to be ſurpris'd in diſhabille; 

1 Paſſion by fancy kindled ſocn grows cold, 

| 1 But love that's founded on eſteem will hold. 

1 Tet The raptures which the wanton lovers boaſt, 

1 | Short as they are, yet very dearly coſt ; | 

| 9 | And are attended with a thouſand woes 

* Which conjugal affection never knows. 

Here one continu'd ecſtacy appears. 

And mutual love compenſates mutual cares; 
A noble, rational, and heav'nly flame, 
Which always burns, and always is the ſame. 
Friendſhip with love, pleaſure with innocence, 
Here meet, and mental joys with thoſe of ſenſe. 
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i" | When the dutcheſs of Ormond fat to my father for her 
| [ * picture, one of the ladies who attended her aſked him, 
ht * If he had ever ſeen ſo fine a woman?“ My father ſaid, 
1 that her grace was an extremely fine woman.” But, 
1 Mr. R. did yoy ever ſee ſo fine a one? © Why, yes,” ſaid 

my father, © Icannot but ſay I have.” © Pray, who?” 1 
believe ſhe is above, or gone to market.” 

He had then been married to my mother about 14 years. 


E 
A heart that never truly lov'd may range, 
And at the ſight of each new beauty change; 
But this eſtabliſh'd and experienc'd love, | 
Nor youth, nor age, nor joy, nor grief can mon | 
And no ſuperior has, but in the ſaints above. 
About the year 1706. 
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V. 


AN ANSWER TO THE CALCULATORS. 


Tu E broad, deep river frozen o'er, 
Good Richard, on the hither ſhore, 
The golden fruit on t'other fide 
Glitt'ring on laden branches ſpy'd ; 

He ſaw men paſs upon the ice, 
And rich return; but he, more wiſe, 
On terra firma ſafely ſtood, 

And call'd thoſe mad who paſs'd the flood ; 
With care examining, he found 

They walk'd on ice, not ſolid ground. 
What then ? why then he did allege, 
The ſafeſt way was o'er the bridge ; 
The bridge was diſtant many a mile, 
The gold would all be gone the while. 


But ſome are wiſer ſtill than ſome : 
© Don't you obſerve,” ſays friendly Tom, 
© It freezes now ? 'tis January, 
Go boldly on, you can't miſcarry ; 
| Though 
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Though 'tis not earth, 'twas ever found 


That ſolid ice was ſolid ground.“ 
But will not weſtern breezes ſhow, 


That water underneath does flow; 


And it we are not very quick, 

Wul play us all a ipp'ry trick?“ 

Tom ſneer'd, and cry'd, © A pleaſant jeſt! 

Watch. you the wind, but now tis eaſt.“ 
May, 1720. 


Mr. Thomas Sergeant, gentleman -porter of the Tower, a 
great friend of the Eyles's, perluae my father, who is 
Richard, to go into the South Ser. He was taken in himſelf, 


with many of his friends; my facher, by obſerving his own 


rules, got ou 20900]. gainer: many of my father's friends 
told him afcerwards, they wiſhcd they had given him 10,0001. 

nd followed theſe verſes, which he had ihewn them, and 
became very famuus at that ſad time 
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Oomr ſee where the buſy man is laid! 
No tears, no ſighs, the debt of nature's paid. 
Remember me, and let your thoughts be kind! 
Ileave no ſpot of infamy behind. 

Nov. 1, 1720. 5 


Nemo me lacrymis decoret, nec funera fletu 


Faxit : Cur ? volito vivu' per ora virum. 
| ENNIUS, 
My dear father's is a much better reaſon, 


Farewell, 


1 
Farewell, ye poor remains; your cares are o'er, 
Grief ſhall depreſs, and joy elate no more. 


Yout work is perfected, your race is run, 
The time allotted you is paſt, is gone! 


Stranger, attend, His memory be dear, 
Nor can philoſophy reſtrain a tear ; 
But unreproach'd and ſacred be his name, 
Tremble to hurt his unpolluted fame, | 
For know, his ever watchful conſciencedid the ſame. 


Now. 5. 


VII. 


AN OT H RE R. 


7 


y Y ELCOME, ſweet reſt ; my griefs and joys are 


gone; 


'Tis night; the buſineſs of the day is done. 


Dec. 3, 1725. 


Ox 


On MY LATE DEAR WIFE, > 


Aorv: dear life ! here am I left alone, 
The world is ſtrangely chang'd fince thou art gone. 
Compoſe thyſelf to reſt, all will be well; 
PH come to bed as faſt as poſſible,” 
Fan. 18, 1725-6. 


4 As faſt as poſſibleꝰ was an expreſſion ſo frequent with 
him, that my dear mother uſed to make herſelf and 
him, now and then, merry with rallying him on this per- 

petual proof of the activity of his ſpirit ; ſo that it has an 
affecting propriety here. x 
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IX. 


* 


On TRE SAuE. 


Ul 


My early crayon drew this virgin face; 
Though love aſſiſted, tis not what her's was; 
Correcter featufes her's, and far more grace! 
Then dawn'd a ſammer's day; its ſetting ſun 
Is dropp'd, and quiet night is haſt'ning on. 


But the cool hreezes of the evening may 
Be as delightful as the brighteſt day, | 
There's 


| 6 375-3 
There's good and ill in ev'ry ſcene of life, 
And happineſs may be without a wife; 
Who knows to live hath learn'd the nobleſt art, 
And he acts beſt who beſt ſuſtains his part; 


What that muſt be belongs to other pow'rs ; 
To yield to them, and act it well, is ours. 


5 1 
She was born on Lord Mayor's day, and died on her own 
birth-day, æt. 5x. Theſe verſes were paſted on the back 
of a drawing of her in black chalk, made before they were 


. . * 
married. 
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X. 


Ox THE SAME. 


Tur J poſſeſs'd full three and thirty years, 
Dear partner of my joys, griets, hopes, and fears! 
I have not loſt thee now, beyond that date 

The gift reverted to the hands of fate. 

Mine thou wert not ! as juſtly might I claim 

The riches, beauty, learning, wit, or fame, | 
Or what's belonging to another name. 

Great was the gift, and I will ever praiſe . 

The goodneſs which ſo ſveeten'd half my days; 
The other half, and what is till behind, 
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IT had my comforts, and ſhall comforts find, 


For Providence for ever will be kind. 
Whate'er * 
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Whate'er is due to thee, O deareſt ſhade ! 


Shall, with the utmoſt gratitude, be paid. 


*Thv name, thy image, all that memory 
Retains, or can reſtore, concerning thee, 
Shall, 'till my lateſt hour, be dear to me. 


But I will calm my melancholy breaſt, 
And thus ſhall I contribute to thy reſt, 
If thou, bleſt ſhade ! ſee'ſt what is done below; 


For thou wert ever pleas'd when I was ſo. 


Semper Lenos, nomenque tuum, laudeſque manebunt. 


Virg. 
S0000000000009000000001000000000000000000000 


XI. 


Ox THE SAME. 


SLumb'riog, diſturb'd, appear'd the well-known 
face, | 

Lovely, engaging, as ſhe ever was 

I kiſs'd and caught the phantom in my arms, 

I knew it ſuch, but ſuch a ſhade hath charms ! 

Devout, I thank'd kind heaven, that, with a wife, 


Had brighten'd up my choiceſt years of life; 
But now, alas! 'tis thus !—ſhe ſigh'd—poor heart 


A melancholy phantom as thou art, 
From thee more happineſs I thus receive, 
Than all the living woman-kind can give. 


This, 


„ 


This, as I was about to ſay, 
But ſcrupling, is my heart yet free ? 
It is, as on our wedding day, | 
For ſhe was all the ſex to me. | 
I wak'd, and found it was a ſhade indeed, 
She and her future ſighs, or ſmiles, were fled ; 
1 now am ſighing in my widow'd bed. 


Really dreamed, July 14-15, 1726. 


. 
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XII. 


Ox THE SAME. 


I Know not where, but gloomy was the place, 

Methought I ſaw a gloomy phantom paſs ; 

"Twas ſhe, the much-lov'd form! nor ſpoke, nor 
ſtay'd, | 

No motion of her eyes, or hand, or head, 

But, gliding on, 'I loſt her in the ſhade. 

All ſolemn was, no argument of love 

Appear'd her inward ſentiment to prove; 

Confus'd and griev'd, I ſtood ; then ſpoke my heart, 

Who could have thought ſuch lovers thus would part! 


Dreamed, Sept. 10-11. 
ritten, Sept. 16, 1726. 


My mother died of a mortification in her bowels. 
She lay as if broad awake for ſome time, but ſenſe- 
leſs, My father ſtood by her bed-ſide, and longed 

N for' 
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for ſome dear notice of him; but ſhe expired with- 
out taking any; for thuſe ever-honoured eyes had 
then “no ſpeculation in them.” My father was in- 
expreſſibly concerned, and often deplored it, though not 
at all blaming her, who had ever moſt dearly and tenderly 
loved him, becauſe he knew the reaſon, Doubtleſs, it was 
this reflection, often recurring, that occaſioned the preſent 
dream. | 


— 
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XIIT. 


On THE SAME. 


P OOR Puday* help'd to fill the crowded houſe, 

When Rodelinda and her noble ſpouſe, 

In notes angelic, took a ſad farewell, 

And the orcheſtra rang the funeral knell. 

Here roſe my love, and ſaid a long adieu, 

For we, alas! mult now be parted too. 

Homeward ſhe went, but on that ſpot of ground, 

Made for delight, nor joy, nor eaſe, ſhe found. 

Unknowing ſhe was gone, well-pleas'd fat I; 

But ſhe, poor heart! was gone—was gone—to die! 
O82. 18, 1726. | 


* My d-ar mother : a little piece of uxorious fondneſs, 
which I found in poſſeſſion when I firſt came among 
them. She was taken ill of the cholic at the opera- 
houſe, and went home. I accompanied her. My father 
did not miſs her, as he always ſat in one place, a nook in 
the corner of the gallery, on the left hand, which was 
ealled * Mr. Richardſon's place,” and was always left 
for him, or reſigned to him, 0 

| | On 


( 179 ) 


XIV. 


Ox THE SINCERITY OF MY FAITH. 


I F I deny what ought to be beliex'd, 
My underſtanding then has been deceiv'd ; 
If prejudice, or inclination vile, 

With corrupt bias, does my heart beguile, 
I know it not, or can't the ill remove, 
But ſure I am, I truth and virtue love. 

I may be wrong, but have done all I can; 
Is it a crime, ye prieſts, to be a man ? 

All think that they themſelves the truth have found; 
Anathemas go plentifully round ; 
You me, and others me and you, condemn, 
And millions judge alike of us, and them ; 
Vain breath of worms! but he who rules above, 
Is juſt, and will, if reaſon does, approve ; ' 
From all to him I joyfully appeal, 

He calms our fears, and every grief can heal. 


May 28, 1727. 
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XV. 


THAT SPLEEN WILL COME SOMETIMES, 


Rix, or walking, morn and evening, I 
To raiſe ſome uſeful} new ideas try; 

Mean time myſelf I with the landſcape pleaſe, 
And taſte the ſweets of ſolitude and eaſe ; 

The day with buſy labour is enjoy'd, 


And with repaſte ; the night in reſt employ'd ; 


But ſtill, as reaſon helps when nature fails, 


She ſometimes o'er philoſophy prevails. 


June 19, 1727. 


- 


XVI; 


Little ftetch of my own joy in fine weather and country, 


Gras, hay, a ſtream, variety of trees, 


Blue ſky, and clouds, hot ſun, and cooling breeze, 
Leaves ruſtling, murm'ring water, and the airs 
Of birds, a mind delighted, free from cares. 
If lovely were the ſeaſon and the place, 
My ſon was with me, who moſt lovely was. 
Near Hendon, June 16, 1728. 


The four firſt lines were written on the ſpot in my 


pocket - book. 


ErICRAM 


( 181 ) 


XVII, 


EPp1GRAM ON Porz's DUNCIAD=—TO Hu. 


F RIEND Pope! when firſt your Dunciad did appear, 


T lik*d the wit, but thought it too ſevere ; 

I now no longer am in pain for you, 

For all that's writ againſt it ſays 'tis true. 
Tune 23, 1728. 


A ppcbÞcpepþbebepebepepepebebipicpeepebepepepepebepepebebepebepepe 


Tranſlation of an air in Hydaſpes, applied to my wife. 


+68 | 

VI 8, the pale ghoſt of dead Eliza's pleas'd, 
Thy conſtancy her fad regrets hath eas'd ; | 
Nouriſh the lovely flame, be conſtant ſtill— 
Till thou art ſhade like me,” —Dear ſhade, I will. 


This alludes to an air in the opera of Hydaſpes, of which 


my dear father and mother were both very fond. 
Cofi mi piace Ch'al ombra ancora 


Del morto Idaſpe Tu ſerbi fe. 
Vive conſlante, Conſerva amante 
La dulce fiamma Ch amor ti die. 
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XIX. 


ON MY DREAMING Or MY WIFE, 
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As wak'd from ſleep, methought I heard the voice 
Of one that mourn'd, I liſten'd to the noile ; 

I look'd, and quickly found it was my dear, 

Dead as ſhe was, I little thought her there. 

I queſtion'd her with tenderneſs, while ſhe 

Sigh'd only, but would elſe ſtill filent be ; 

I wak'd indeed; the lovely mourner's gone, 

She ſighs no more, tis I that figh alone. 


— JBC » 4 
22 
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Muſing on her, I ſlept again, but where 
I went I know not, but I found her there; 
Her lovely eyes ſhe kindly fix'd on me, 
| Let Miſer not be nangry then,” ſaid ſhe, 
wy A language love had taught, and love alone 
ij Could teach, we prattled as we oft had done ; 
But ſhe, I know not how, was quickly gone, 


With her imaginary preſence bleſt, 
; My flumbers are emphatically reſt; 


* Theſe little fooliſh allies of the heart, abandoning 
itſelf to the moſt unguarded tenderneſſes, were ever con- 
fined to the very center of famil 


—Diſcinti ludere donec 
Decoqueretur olus. 


I of 


BY. 


Iof my waking thoughts can little boaſt, 


They always ſadly tell me, ſhe is loſt. 
Much of our happineſs we always owe 


To error, better to believe than know ! 
Return, deluſion ſweet, and oft return! 

1 joy, miſtaken ; undeceiv'd, I mourn ; 
But all my ſighs and griefs are fully paid, 
When I but ſee the ſhadow of her ſhade. 


Juby 15, 1728. 


„ © 


My DIFFERENT TIMES OF LIFE, 


My early ſteps in life, on barren ground, 
Inhoſpitable and ſevere were found ; 

The next, laborious, but more proſp'rous were, 
Not unattended yet with ceaſeleſs care; 

Care for the preſent, and futurity, 

Not for time only, but eternity, 


But to enjoy what nature ſhall allow ? 
Let preſent inclination teach me how. 


Subſiding theſe, what ſhould my cares be now, 


March 13, 1728-9. 
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XXI. 


Ox HUMAN LIFE. SKETCHES, 


% 


I N our imperfe& ſtate, who can poſſeſs, 
Or only taſte, an unmix'd happineſs ! 

Nor are our ſuff rings perfect; ſtudy then 
To meet the pleaſare, and avoid the pain. 
But they unwiſe, and moſt unhappy are, 
Who wink on good, and on the evil ſtare. 


— —— 


NOTHING in life is durable and fix'd, 
But good and evil are for ever mix'd ; 
And ſometimes this, and ſometimes that, prevails, 
Storms ſometimes blow, then whiſper vernal gales. 
The paſt regret not, nor the future fear, 
Non-entities are theſe, but now is here. 
This is your portion, properly your own, 
Future is doubtful, and the paſt is flown. 


March 26, 1729. 


( 1830 
XXII. 


ON THE DECAY OF L1FE. 


I. the dull ebb of fortune's tide ſhall come, 
And each new year behold a leſs'ning ſum ; 
With chearfulneſs let hoarded treaſures waſte, 
And careleſs joy reward the labours paſt. 

As when with buſineſs laden I went on, 
Some intervals of reſt between were thrown, 
I thoſe enjoy'd, though, when they all were o'er, 
I knew I ſhould be poorer than before. 

Shall I complain, if my declining day 
Sinks in the evening's unperceiv'd decay ; 
Or do I wiſh precipitate to fall, 

Or mourn, that, when I loſe, I loſe not all! 
Some natural decays of age ſuppoſe, 
There is a time to get, a time to loſe,” *® 
Of the long ſhades of life do I complain ? 
Is there no kind of happineſs but gain ? 


March 30, 1729. 


® Fccle/. iii. 6. 
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XXIII. 
Or the juſt ſelf-approbation of a ſincere conſcience.* 
7 Mr. MELMOTH. 


| H AVE I with fear the deity ador'd, 

With utmoſt diligence his will explor'd ; 

Each day, for many years, with labour'd thought, 
The truth, in all her dark receſſes, ſought ; 
Intereſt and reputation ſacrific'd, 

And all the lions in the way” deſpis'd; 
Condemn me not as impious, ev'n if I 

What you, as diligent, believe, deny. 


But if you have implicitly believ'd, 
Or articles, on flight ſupport, receiv'd, 
Though our opinions different may be, | 
Reproach yourſelf, for ſhame, condemn not me; 
Or right or wrong, I have done all I can ; 
I err, you ſay ; *tis incident to man; 
You alſo ſurely are deceiv'd, nor know 
When you are right, nor wherefore you are ſo. 


The man of principles, and thoſe his own, 
Hath right to judge, but other men have none; 


Aud me ad conſurtudinem revocas Mea mihi 


cunſcientia pluris eſt quam omnium ſermo. Cic. Attic. 
Xii. 28. 


* 


( 187 ) 


If you will cenſure, tis a guilty jeſt ; | 
1, who enquire, am right in that at leaſt, 
And there approv'd, where approbation's beſt. 


April 11, 1729. 
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XXIV, 


THE LAST COMFORT or OLD AGE. 


Care did my infancy and youth employ, 

But hope and love ſupply'd the place of joy. 

My middle age encumber'd was with care; 

But love was more conſpicuouſly there. 

Now care, not grief, ſeems to have ſaid adieu, J 
But love is ſuperannuated too, i 
And pleaſures die, nor can I hope for new ; 

This one except ; the well-enlighten'd mind 

Can, in decay, angelic pleaſures find ; 

Thus may old age tranſcendent comforts give, 

And we, at once, may learn to die and live. 


April 18, 1729. 


His beloved wife, my dear mother, died in 1725, after 
having lived with him 33 years in entire love and harmony. 


That 
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| That all the various modes of religion mean the ſame 


thing. 


Manxmo, by nature's light inform'd, agree, 
That univerſe hath more than what we ſec ; 
Something ſuperior to themſelves ; and on 

They go, 'till reaſon terminates in one; 

A perfect being, everlaſting, bleſt, 

Producing and ſuſtaining all the reſt. 

Farther acceſs to mortal ſenſe deny'd, 

Wiſe legiſlators uſeful tales ſupply'd ; 

Invented what was like to be believ'd, 

The people were, but not themſelves, deceiv'd; 
Folly with this, and ſuperſtition join'd, 

And all contributed to cheat mankind. 

Thus gods were multiply'd, and noiſe and ſhow 
Did through the world like rapid torrents flow ; 
Things circumſtantial were to truth preferr'd, 
For truth 1s too celeſtial for the herd. 


_ Corrupted and diſguis'd it is, but ſtill 


Remains the fundamental principle. 

Men infinite abſurdities invent, 

The meaneſt things the greateſt repreſent, 
But evermore the Deity is meant, 

Thus, all religions differ but in name, 

The trappings vary, but the thing's the ſame. 


P erfias 


( 19 ) 


Ancients and moderns, though they ſeem to be 
Diſtant as north and ſouthern poles, agree, 
April 27, 1729. 


Perſia, and Egypt, Rome, and Greece, and we, 
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XXVI. 


That truth is not for us—to encourage imagination.“ 


Ever drudging night and day 

At ſtudy! and for what, I pray? 

You ſay, you ſeek for happineſs ; 
Tis well; and ſo do I no leſs. 

Tis that is every mortal's aim, 

Various the ways, their end the ſame. 

And what is your's? Why I purſue 

Belov'd variety, ſay you, 

The food and treaſure of a mind 

Not to brutality inclin'd; 

For, heavenly born, it will aſpire, 

And truth inceſſantly defire, 

That ſouls ambitious are, I grant, 

For immortality they want, 

Truth, happineſs complete. Does that 


Infer thoſe things are adequate, 
At all, to this imperfect ſtate? 


Quo, bone, circa, 
Dum licet, in rebus jucundis vive beatus. 


Hor, 8. 11. 6. 95 
We 
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We wiſh ; it therefore muſt be ſo; 
Study if that be true, or no. 
But this is certain, truth will flee 
From the purſuit of you and me; 
Impartially look all around, 
And tell me who the truth hath found. 
Say, ſuch a one hath notions true; 
But why? becauſe he thinks like you. 
Another man by other rules 
Will judge, and ſay, you both are fools. 
Divinity the truth unlocks, 
But then you muſt be orthodox; 
An heretic you will be found 
In other times, on other ground, 
Nor is morality ſecure ; 
If we in general are ſure, 
Apply it to a given caſe, 
The maxim's not fo ſure as twas. 
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We tumble nature's volume o'er, 
Would all her myfteries explore, 
With probability a ſcheme 
One forms, another baffles him ; 
Des Cartes was, Sir {/aac is, 
Hereafter neither may be wiſe. 


We hide our bodies nakedneſs ; 
And are our minds regarded leſs ? 
We talk and look as if ſincere, 
But woe be to us, if we are; 


1 See Plato's Phædo. 
| | The 


( 91 ) 


The man who moſt to truth pretends, 

You may be ſure, hath ſelfiſh ends; 

His claim to this fincerity 

Is an accumulated lie. | 
In ſhort, the naked truth and we 

Do not in circumſtance agree; 
We are for earth, for heaven 1s ſhe. 

All is fincere and perfect there, 

But we muſt breathe polluted air; 

Dim are our eyes, and what is ſeen 

Hath a falſe medium ſet between; 

For angels is ambroſial food, 

Ours is corrupted fleſh and blood! 


Truth inacceſſible is made, 
And we appear ia maſquerade. ; 
Then, pr'ythee, fling thy books aſide, 
And laugh and talk, eat, walk, and ride. 
Or, if to read you ſtill intend, 
Come, I'Il adviſe you as a friend 
No longer hope the truth to ſee, 
But what nor is, nor ſeems to be, 5 | 
Apply yourſelf to poetry. 
*Tis fiction, you reply, a jeſt! 
And tell me, what is all the reſt ? 


But fince you ſtill contend for truth, 
Go on, Sir; what d'ye think of both ? 
A lie ſo dreſs'd it none deceives, 
(Which is the caſe if none believes) 

Is leſs a lie than what's contriv'd, 


And told to be, and is, believ'd ; "4 5 
| 4 


4. 


1 


It ſeems to me, but what think you ? 
A lie, thus qualify'd, is true. 


Poetic fire from heaven is brought, 
Pleaſant its fictions are, or ought ; 
The mind delightfully is lull'd, 
Uneaſy paſſions over-rul'd; 
Tranſported to another ſphere, 

We are much happier than here. 


With what applauſe A4:henian eyes 
Gaz'd upon Socrates the wiſe ! 

On Plato, Ariftotle, all 

We ſages of the ancients call; 
Abundance of their notions, now, 

The meaneſt of us diſallow. 

They ſeem the whims of ſhatter'd brains, 
Homer, with Firgil, ſtill remains, | 
The muſe freſh laurel ever gains. 
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Below, we roam in error's maze, 
Why ſhould we chuſe the rugged ways ? 
Let's tread where flow'rets ever ſpring, 
Where fancy does her treaſures bring; 
Subſtantial theſe, and real are, 

Thoſe falſe which ſolid would appear. 
Imagination's bourity flows 

On him who to receive it knows. 
There ſeek for happineſs, for we 
*Are, truly, what we think we be; 


* Crede quod babes, et habet. 


293 ) 


If we are pleas'd, *tis no deceit, 
A real happineſs we meet. 
You ſee the man is in a dream, 
What ſignify your eyes to him ? 
Or truth or error, one's no leſs, 
Or more, than t'other's happineſs ; : 
| Conſider only, does it pleaſe ? 
Or can it be attain'd ? if not, 
The man that ſeeks it 1s a ſot. 
Imagination, we are ſure, 
The greateſt miſery can cure; 
It's wealth is inexhauſtible, 
Nor ſatiates, yet does ever fill. 
If truth be not deſign'd for man, 
Let him enjoy the good he can. 


Than thoſe who offer ſacrifice 
To truth ; for all the world is lies, 


May 1, 1729. 


Thus living, we ſhall die more wiſe 1 
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XXVII, 
LIFE A DREAM. 


D ROPP'D on this globe, mere ſtrangers, we 
Are entertain'd with novelty ; 
 Vataught attention this invites, 
And infant gaiety excites. 

0 As 


({ 494 3 


As we come on, new images 

Ever ariſe, and ever pleaſe ; 
Notions of virtue, piety, 

Inſtill'd; and we are taught to ſee 
The beauties of hum2zaty ; 
Examples ſet before our eyes 

Of men religious, good, and wiſe, 
Brave, generous, ſincere, and juſt ; 
To theſe, inſenſibly, we truſt, 

Live with mankind, and practiſe ſo, 
As if all this was more than ſhow. 
Unequal thus to thoſe with whom 
We herd, we muſt be overcome, 
To grief and miſery expos'd, 

The world is not what we ſuppos'd ; 
The diſappointment galls the mind, 
We pity and deſpiſe mankind ; 

Still more and more their crimes are known, 
As lingering old age comes on. 

If death approaches, Providence 
Makes eaſy our departure hence; 
For, wiſe, we ſee that life's a dream, 
The world not merits our eſteem; 
But, having found ourſelves abus'd, 
Our fretfulneſs may be excus'd. 


| May 5, 1729. 


Defire 


(ag >) 


xxvm. ot 


Defire to call the dregs of life my own. 


* 


O May my lateſt years partake the joys, 
The buſineſs which immortal minds employs; 
The world's concerns encumb' ring me no more, 3 
May I imagination's mines explore, 
And far above our cloudy regions ſoar ! 

Boundleſs the compaſs. is which ſhe can take, 
Explore created worlds, or others make. 

Inquiſitive and diligent, the mind 

The moſt important truths can ſurely find ; 

Can thoſe enjoy, but fallacies and lies, 

With their prophane anathemas, deſpiſe. 

When truth conceals her ever-lovely face, | 
Imagination, with her magic glaſs, | 
Abundantly ſupplies the vacant ſpace z 

Appearance ſerves inſtead of real things, 

And equal pleaſure, equal ſafety, brings, 

Or ſay, that we, with keen defire, purſue 

Truths leſs important, the enjoyment's. true. 

Whilſt we but hope, by diligence, to gain 

What may give pleaſure, or enervate pain. 

Bleſt be the hands which uſeful works have wrought; 
But nobler is activity of thought. 
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My inclination I have long withſtood, 

My own regarded in another's good ; 
My former labours I may juſtly crown 
With eaſe, and “ call the dregs of life my own.” 
If theſe by management I can improve, 
And, where moſt others fink, can mount above, 
Applaud, but cenſure not, much leſs repine, 
You have no wrong, the happineſs i 1s mine, 

May 10, 1729. 


5 


P 


XXIX. 
4 2 man regardeth the life of his beaft. 


Prov. xii. 10. 


Euro I was, and gladly would have rid, 
No matter where, but Pegaſus was hid ; 

Tir'd with excurſions I had lately made, 

Deep in a valley was the creature laid ; 

Graſs, flowers, and wand'ring rivulets, were by; 
Thou art a ſerviceable beaſt,” ſaid I, 
e to jade thee ;” ſo I let him lie. 

May 12, 1729. 


My father's horſe, Don Pedro, or Old Robin, he bought 
a hack, on his ſervant's recommendation, who had hired 
him, and was riding after. My father rode him conſtantly , 
almoſt every day, about ten miles; and every ſummer a 


long journey ; ſometimes he went two; and he hardly ever 


coſt 
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XXX. 


My ow OLD AGE. 5 


} y HATEVER other people ſay, 
I find no ſymptoms of decay; 
The hand, the eye, the fancy ftrong, 
As I have known them all along. 

But a contemporary face, 
Which is no longer what it was, 
Diminiſh'd ftrength, and ſhoulders bending, 
And all to diflolution tending, 
Open my partial eyes to ſee 
That thus, alas! it is wich me. 

May 17, 1729. 


coſt him a ſhilling, beſides provender and ſhoeing ; this for 
two and twenty years. I am ſure I had not leſs than fix 
or ſeven in the time, and yet I was well known to be too 
fond of my horſes to uſe them ill. Don Pedro never wanted 
ſpirit, but was always perfectly governable, and had a de- 
lightful trot. Nothing would tire him; only, after a long 
day's journey, he would juſt take his ſupper, for he never 
forgot 1hat, and then throw himſelf down like a log his 
whole length, and ſleep *till he was called up to go another, 
for which he was always ready. My father uſed him well, 
(as he did every other creature, man and beaſt,) and then 
maintained him, in juſt ſuch a place as he deſcribes above, 
*till he fairly died of old age, which was at leaſt three 
years after he was no longer fit for ſervice. 
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XXXI. 


OccastoneD BY Mas. HoLFORD's PICTURE. 


O Lovely Halford! there we find 
All that is good in woman-kind ; 
Beauteous her perſon, and her face, 
And all with unaffected grace; 

But when ſhe ſtrikes the harpſichord, 
And her enchanting voice 1s heard, 
"Tis ſo judicious, 'tis ſo ſweet, 

The female beauty is complete; 

A woman ſtill, but, more divine, 
She would appear too maſculine. 


May 19, 1729. 


$080008000000000000000010000000000000000080086 


XXXII. 


REVIEW OF LIFE, 


Look back, O tim'rous man, review in thought 


The ſteps which thee to where thou art have en 
Thy life hath tolerably happy been, 

And might much more, had not 'the conftant din 
Of needleſs fears diſturb'd the paſſing ſcene. 
Deceiv'd fo oft, better inſtructed now, 

For thy prevailing quality allow; 


* ——Ctrepitumque Acherontis avari. Virg. 


Enjoy 


( 1990) 


Enjoy the good, and reſolutely ſay, 

« Silence, ye phantoms—l will live to-day,” - 

No prieſts, no ſhrines, nor oracles deſire; 

Would'ſt thou the will of the Moſt High enquire ? 

What he commands is evidently ſeen, 

And what will do; for it 1s writ within ! 

God ratifies what re:ſon does proclaim, 

»The voice of God and reaſon is the ſame. 

He knows our frail original ; and, juſt, 

+Remembers we, his children! are but duſt. 
May 19, 1729. 


of Nec wocibus ullis 
Numen eget, dixitque ſemel naſcentibus auctor 
Quicguid ſcire licet. Lucan. ix. 574. 


+ For he knoxweth our frame, he remembereth we are 
aft, Pi. ciii. 14 


XXXIII. 


ExJOY THE PRESENT, 


N ATURE, a parſimonious nymph, yet kind, 
With flow'rets ſtrews our paths; art comes behind; 
Where ſhe, undeck'd and unprovided, ſpies 
A vacant ſpot, ſhe with her own ſupplies. 
Thus, objects, too remote from. nature's eye, 
Are brought, by well-invented glaſſes, nigh ; 

O4 BP Ex- 
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Extended, or contracted, thoſe, at hand, 
Art, in her own dimenſions, can command. 


Still on, the noble enterprize purſue, 
And, what was never yet attempted, do; 
Contrive ſome engine to inform the mind 
Of things to which ſhe's naturally blind ; 
Things paſt forgetting, and futurity 
Suff'ring unheeded in its clouds to lie. 
Invent ſome glaſs, the magnitude to ſhow 
Of all events, as they before us flow, 
That we our preſent ſelves, and preſent things 

may know. 

May 23-27, 1729. 


Duid fit futurum cras, fuge querere ; et 
Duem fors dierum cungue dabit, lucro 


Appone. Hor. O. I. . 


1 


A ANY AN Ay I A Ie re 
XXXIV. 


THAT HAPPINESS 1S IN THE MIND.“ 


Yo U wiſh for reſt and ſweet tranquillity, 
And joy ; for theſe you elſewhere fain would be. 
There do you hope what you deſire to find? 

Ah! no. Move not your body, but your mind ! 


Quod petis hic eſt, | 
Eft Ulubris, animus ſi te non deficit equus, Hor. 
Rectify 


Be happy, or to-morrow, or to-day, 


oloioioioiofotoirioiotoiotoiototoToFoFofoTfoTorofofofotofototototototetofofefototoT %%/c[ 
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Rectify this, and any where you may 4 a 


See Marcus Antoninus, x. 23. and Gataker, ibi. F 


ds + + Mie ; 


That wve have all we wiſh, if wwe know it. 


H OW often hath uneaſy thought 

A happineſs at diſtance ſought! 

A rural habitation, eaſe, 

To ſtudy only what will pleaſe ; 

Not idle yet, not unemploy'd! 

But, quitting what hath been enjoy'd, 

To vary my remaining life, 

And art my miſtreſs, not my wife. 

' Contemplating, in ſolitude, 

How nature's ills may be withſtood, 

And to accumulate the good ; 

Not grov'ling here, aloft to fly 

Beyond the hills, the clouds and ſky, 

Nor ſtop but with the Deity; 

Not with carian borrow'd wings, 

But thoſe from God which nature brings. 

For nature ever will appear _ 

. Moſt powerful, and moſt ſincere. = 

"Tis done; thy vain. complaints give oer, it 

All that you wiſh you have, and more. 11 
May 30, 1729. That =_ 


( 202 ) 


KXXVI.-- 
That we are men, and not Gods. 


War are the Deity's commands ? 
And what expects he at our hands? 
He that is truth and purity, 

Muſt hate uncleanneſs and a lie; 
One duty therefore needs muſt be, 
To be as pure and wiſe as he: 

But this is groſs abſurdity! 


Begin again. If God is wiſe, 

He knows what every creature is; 

Requires no more than he beſtow'd, 

Not that 2 man ſhould be a God ! 

Nor puniſhes who are not free. 

Rejoice mankind, ſecure are ye, 
Or all is groſs abſurdity! 


. May 31, 1729. 
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HuMANITY TO ANIMALS. 


Almoſt extempore, on ſeeing a — that ſeemed in 
ome diftreſs ; ſhe ſat in the path-way, and ſeveral 
times ſuffered me to comes near her, and then removed. 


P RETTY creature ! had'ſt thou known 
My thoughts, thou had'ſt not from me flown; 
Or, if thou could' explain thy own, 
And I could help thee, gladly I 
As ſwift would to thy ſuccour fly, 

May 31, 1729. 


Þpeppepebeb-bepepebepHutieepepertitietetndebetebbebebbetebrbobebÞ 
XXXVIIT. 


To be content with the degree of happineſs that is 
| allotted human nature. 


Pinvarrc Ops, 
1 


| Eacr we preſs. 5 
For happineſs ; 
But, not conſidering what it is 
That is attainable below, 


Onward, and onward ſtill, we go, 
— | Though 
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Though evermore we find, 
Acquiring new, we leave the old behind; 
A certain meaſure only is by fate aſſign'd. 
With wiſdom, . then, your induſiry employ, 
This mix'd condition to enjoy; 
Unſatisfy'd, you what you have deſtroy. 


II. 
Something I find that's worth deſiring ſtill 
And ever will. 
You're on the mountain of accumulated years ; 
| (How near the ſummit who can (:y ?) 
Look back as far as poſſibly you may,, 
And, with impatient eyes, ſee how the land appears. 
Among all thoſe annihilated days, 
Can you remember any was 
Without a wiſh for ſomething un poſſeſt? 
Did not that wiſh your happineſs moleit ? 
Without it you had been completely bleſt. 
Content, we're rich ; but very poor, 
How rich ſoever, if we covet more. 


| III. 
By this experience learn to be more wiſe; 
Enjoy the ſtate that is; 
Things future in their time may be, 
But what is that to thee? | 
Enjoy, although a happineſs complete 
We never.can come at, 
Unleſs we wiſh no more. Accompliſh that, 
The art of living you have learn'd, 
And, by philoſophy, true happineſs have earn'd. 
June 1-2, 1729, | 


Eb 


(0s -J- Y 
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V Y HEN we are young, how very fair WW 
Our wanton eyes find women are ! Y 
But older grown, we think more wiſe, 1 
We view the ſex with other eyes. M1 
Thus merit is, nor leſs nor more | = 
Than juſt what we've occaſion for. o 
une 2, 1729. 44 

| June 2, 1729 YH 
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XL. 


Oxzconouy or ProviDENCE. 


P ROVIDENCE hath a mighty train 
Of children ; but, without much pain, 
For their ſubſiſtence well provides, 
And for their vanity beſides. 
A little ſpecie circulates, 
Opinion all the reſt creates. 
Both parties their convenience find, 
The bills are drawn on good mankind; *' 
Which, howſoe'er exceſſive, they 
At ſight will generouſly pay. 

June 3, 1729. 
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On ſeeing a hay-maker long whetting his ſeythe. 


Ger you to work, you idle fool, 
What always whet and whet your tool! 


Miu heart recoiling did reply, 

Juſt ſuch an idle fool am I. 

Money's the inftrument of eaſe, 

Of pleaſure of what kind you pleaſe, 
And this our proper buſineſs is, 

Never to ſpend, but always get ! 

»Tis idleneſs, *tis whet and whet. 


June 12, 1729. 


. 


On wiewing a roſe-tree. Auacreontic. ODE. 


Y Y HAT pretty little animal 
Adds beauty to that blooming roſe? 
A thouſand other flowers call, 
Examine her before ſhe goes. 


It is a neat and nimble fly, 
Whoſe azure's dipp'd in liquid gold ; 
Her aim is not at yonder (ky, 


Nor 1s, nor ever ſhall be, old. 
| But 
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But ſhe the preſent day enjoys, 

In ſunny beams and ſummer's heat; 
Pleaſure or reſt her life employs, 

She lives, to propagate and eat! 


And when the winter's hoary froſt 
Appears, and terrifies us all, 

Then, in the heap of matter toſt, 

Adieu ! my pretty animal. | 


And is it not exactly thus 

With nobler animals than ſhe ? 
With the renown'd Bucephalus, 

With thee, O Cæſar, yes, with thee ! 


Do we intend to ſerve the reſt 

Of men, or beaſts, or flies, like theſe? 
We do; becauſe it is the beſt 

Expedient our own taſtes to pleaſe. 


*Tis therefore nature hath endu'd 

Us with ſo great and various pow'rs; 
"Tis Providence that does the good, 

The praiſe be there, the pleaſure's ours. 


Be proud no more than yonder fly, 
Or any other animal ; 

Like them we live, like them we die, 
As wither'd leaves in autumn fall. 


Then, whilſt your ſummer's life ſhall laſt, 
Let pleaſure be your only care ; 
Excite, and rectify your taſte, 
For this is all your buſineſs here. 


"T were 
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| | *Twere thus; but that another ſtate, 

| Unknown! adviſes other cares; 

"Tis true; yet virtue, beſt for that, 

1 | Source of true pleaſure | here prepares. 
1 June 15, 1729. 


XLIII. 


Truff to the care of Providence. Sketch, Op. 


Unwoos, and drive into the main, 
The ſea unknown I ſcorn to fear; 
Nor will of ſtorms or calms complain, 
But quiet and ſecure reſt here. 
Do you, O pilot, exerciſe your ſkill, 
Enongh for me ; and this, I know, you will. 


You tell me, Sir, there's danger nigh, 
But pr'ythee, captain, tell me why? 
A ſingle * am I. 


June 15, 1729. 


REAL 


XLIV. 


REAL ENJOYMENT. 


To live is to enjoy; who learns to live, 
Learns, by enjoyment, real life to give. 
Your anxious cares, from infancy 'till now, 
No long-continu'd pleaſures would allow ; 
None of your ſmall remaining portion waſte ; 
Thus in few years you more of life may taſte, 
Than in the fixty-two already paſt, 

June 16, 1729. 


He was born the 12th of January, 1667. 
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XLV. 


Ex TIRE DEPENDENCE ON PROVIDENCE. 


SKETCHES. 


O Providence! O fate! thou pilot wiſe, 
Oa board whoſe veſſel is my merchandiſe, 
In navigation ignorant am I: 

Be it a calm or a tempeſtuous ſky, 

To thee reſigning all, ſecure I reſt; 

No anxious care ſhall diſcompoſe my breaſt, 
Believing, what thou doſt is ever beſt. 


* S000 


* 
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GOOD captain, I ſhall take no care, 

But quiet reſt, ſince thou art here; 

The great Atlantic ocean I 

Dare croſs, or in rough Bi/cay ply ; 

Let the ſeas rage, the tempeſts blow, 

The thunder all its terrors ſhow, 

I nothing of thy buſineſs know; 

With thee, expert and good, I, ſafe, 

Shall in the midſt of danger laugh, 
Or black the night, or if the morning ſhine, 
That be thy care, O Providence ! not mine.“ 5 


— — * 
. 22 — 


As when a traveller forſakes the ſhore, 
Reſolving unknown regions to explore, 
He in the navigator's {kill confides, 
And on the heaving waves ſecurely rides; 
I thus to Providence commit my care, 
A deſtin'd, but unknowing traveller! 
And ſuch (now ſleeping) all our fathers were. 


June 16, 1729. 


Compare this little ode with Horace's “ Integer vitæ, 
ſceleriſque purus, (i. oh) of which my father knew no- 


thing. 
Caſting all your care upon him, for he careth for 
you. 1 Pet. v. 7, Commit thy way unto the Lord; 


truſt alſo in him, and be ſhall TR it to paſs. PC. 
xxxvii. 5. 
Therefors 
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XLVI, 


Therefore remove forrow from thy heart, Eccleſ.xi.10, 


Desawp, ſay you ? Ves, the died to-day.” 
The like of us the world will ſay, 
And who can tell how ſoon it may ? 


Each hour then frugally employ, 
As much as poſſible enjoy, 
For death will quickly all deſtroy.“ 


We look to an eternal ſtate ; 
We reaſon, on we know not what; 
But he the beſt provides for that, 


Who moſt enjoys; for + virtue is 
The ready way to happineſs, 
In other worlds, nor leſs in this. 


* He faith, I have found reſt, and now will eat 
continually of my goods, and yet he knoweth not what 
ſhall come upon him, and that he muſt leave thoſe things 
to others, and die. Eccleſ. xi. 19. 


+ Semita cert? 


Trangquillz per virtutem patet unica vitæ. 
Juv. X. 363. 


P 2 | | Ana- 
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XLVII. 


ANACREONTIC. Op. 


H OW ſhall I reliſh life? O how 
Be reconcil'd to fleeting now ? 
Inceſſantly the moments haſte ; 

Each, parting, beckons to the laſt ; 
Come on, ſay then, and let him ſee 
How prodigal of life is he. 

NegleQed and deſpis'd we are, 

Juſt as our predeceſſors were; 

His life rolls on, all unenjoy'd, 
Either with repetitions cloy'd ; 

Or wiſhing ſomething yet to come, 
When happineſs is nearer home. 

The kind hours thus, who roſes ſpread, 
See you are plucking thorns inſtead; 
Not pleas'd with the allotted good, 
A nymph you have, a goddeſs wou'd, 
And ſo you claſp an empty cloud. 


June 17, 1729. 


RESOLVI 
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XLVIII. 


2s 


| RrsolvĩI EITHER TO LIVE OR DIE. 


3 

TI S true, and your complaints are juſt, 
Vou very miſerable are; 

Uncertainties no longer truſt, 

; But be determin'd by deſpair. 

Life burthenſome, a man may be 

Diſcharg'd without formality, 


Wherefore delay ? why heſitate ? 
The caſe, methinks, is very plain ; 
You either ſhould accompliſh that, 
Or elſe no longer thus complain, 
To hate to live, and fear to die! 
Or one or t'other is a lie. 


This fear infers, that life is yet, 
In ſome proportion is, at leaſt, 
Though mix'd with ill, a benefit ; 
Repining then muſt be a jeſt. 
Who owns the good, and ſtill complains, 
Delerves to ſuffer for his pains, 


June 18, 1729. 


Fariety 
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XLIX. 


Variety makes amends for want of permanency., 


ANnAacREONTiCc, Op. 


D OES the vaſt ocean ebb and flow ? 
Do clouds adorn the azure ſky ? 
Does all the face of nature ſhow 
An infinite variety ? 


Winter and ſummer, night and day, 
Childhood, virility, and age, 
Are ever coming, never ſtay ; 
We always fill, and quit the ſtage, 


Nations and empires are the ſame, 
The ſame are arts and ſciences ;_ 
Forgotten now which once had fame, 

And that deteſted which did pleaſe. 


Tf all things, thus, for ever move, 
Complain not of ſatiety ; 

Nor that you loſe the things you love, 
Compell'd to ſweet variety. 


| Tune 18, 1729, 
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L. 


On THE ENJOYMENT- OF LIFE, 


Go to the graſs-hopper, thou fool, 

And learn true wiſdom in her ſchool. 

With her 'tis ſummer every day, 

If *tis not ſo with you, it may. 

The winter's froſts, and tedious nights, 

Have their peculiar choice delights ; 

Learn to obſerve and reliſh thoſe, 

You may at Chriſtmas pluck a roſe, 

The conſtant ſun, in all the ſigns, 

With equal heat and luſtre ſhines 

If we not always find it thus, 

The fault is not in him, but us. 

We from his beams remove too far, 

Or, daringly, approach too near. 

Whilſt you, unanxious, ſkip and fing, 

Tis ſummer, tis eternal ſpring. _ 
June 18, 1729. 
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LI. 


On THE SAME. ANACREONTIC, Op. 


Go to the graſs-hopper, my friend, 
Her ways conſider, and be wiſe; 

She friſks and ſings till ſummer's end, 
And when the winter comes, ſhe dies, 


Her neighbour ants, with anxious care 

And labour, paſs their hours away ; 
?Tis ſummer, but no happier, 

More pleas'd, or more content, are they. 


Fooliſh anxiety avoid ; 
For now alone proviſion make; 

The time which cannot be enjoy'd, 
'The piſmires and the gods may take. 


June 19, 1729. 


LII. | 


GRADAT1ON OF IMPERFECT BEINGS. 


M AN! ”tis a term vaſt compaſs does include! 
Say how tis fairly to be underſtood. 


Through- 
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Throughout the univerſe there ſeems to be 
A gradual aſcent from one degree 
To that which borders next; and, O how ſmall 
The ſpace from either through the wond'rous all! 
From a poor atom the gradation tends, 
Till the aſcending pile the brighteſt angel ends, 
From thence to God, how vaſt the diſtance is! 
- Or rather univerſal all is his. 
The loweſt men to wiſeſt brutes are tied, 
And all men to each other are ally'd ; ö 
How thin partitions do each ſor: divide! 
Superior ſit angelic human minds, 
Behold the man who truth and virtue finds. 
But, unperceiv'd, or unbelov'd, the crew | 
Deſpiſe, malign, and perſecute the few, | 
Who greatly yet their nobleſt end purſue; 
Theſe wiſely, and with virtue too, conceal 
Truths which, with ſafety, they can ne'er reveal. 
But as this number is ſo very ſmall, 3 
The multitude denominates them all. 


Thou wilt forgive me, deareſt friend, if chee 
I, ſabjeQ to infirmity, can ſee; 
We both diſcernment have enough to know, 
That the moſt wiſe and virtuous men are ſo. 


June 22, 1729. 


This, J imagine, was to Mr. Melmoth, counſellor at law. 


That 
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LI. 


That we are ſecure, if the Author of cur being is 
himſelf a reaſonable one. 


All men cannot receive this faxing, Jave they to 
*whom it is given. Matt. xix. 11. 


Expo with reaſon and diſcourſe, the mind, 
Expanding, new diſcoveries to find, 

Looks here, looks there, above, below, around, 
Enquires of all; no kind inſtructor's found.“ 
Who will this thirſty veſſel fill? who can? 
Behold on earth a ſolitary man ! 

Is there a God? what is he? what are we? 
Created late, or from eternity? 

Are human ſouls diſtin, and can alone 

Exiſt, when the material forms are gone, 

Their particles diſpers'd, and quite unknown ? 
Shall I hereafter live? and where? and how? 
Like, or unlike; to this accuſtom'd now ? 
Tell me, But all the univerſe is mute, 
And man is here no better than a brute. 
Pretending, they declare; but I deny 

Aſſent; I know, they know no more than I, 
But oft impoſe, for truth, abſurdity. 

By reaſon, if at all, theſe things are ſeen, 
And our ſecureſt, only guide's within. 
We learn from man, from nature, Providence, 
But, ill, as we aſſiſted are from thence, 
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That reaſon tells us, reaſon does preſide, 

As far as we can judge, the reſt's deny'd ; 
In ignorance be, therefore, ſatisfy'd. 

We may, ——For, if the univerſe is all 

By reaſon guided, and for ever ſhall, 

We are ſecure in whatſoever ftate ; 

If not, in vain we reaſon and debate, 

'Tis all obſcure, *tis all we know not what ; 
Confuſion all! impoſſible is this, 

For we experience all is otherwiſe, 
Were this the caſe, the world could not ſubliſt, 
Nor we, nor any other thing, exiſt ; 
Beauty and order would, for ever loſt, 

Be in the chaos-heap of matter toſt. 
Darkneſs, and horrible deformity, 


Preſiding ;3 how unlike to what we ſee! 


Enough. But if we farther will explore, 

*Tis vain, *tis vain! for we can know no more. 
As nature to this globe of earth confin'd 

The body, ſo is limited the mind. 

And happy 'tis that, as we cannot know 
Things too ſublime for us, we ſafely go 

In nature's paths, and can be ſatisfy'd; 
Reaſon ne'er aſks what reaſon has deny'd, 


June 29, 1729, 
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' Elſe the animals are happier than we. See the laßt. 
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Tu E animals, who nature's laws obey, 
Chearful and happy ſeem; and well they may; 
They have no prieſts, no orthodoxy they! 


But men, by theſe ſubmitting to be taught, 
Who never for themſelves ſincerely thought, 
Are into this accurs'd/dilemma brought; 
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Or horribly they dread futurity, 
Or on preſumption build ſecurity, 
Or unconcern'd, juſt as the brutes, they lie. 


So great the hazard! terms uncertain ſcare, 
Exceeding hard, if poſſible ; and prayer 
So clogg'd, that ſmall ſecurity is there. 


This then remains to be our happy plan, 
And happy only he, who either can 
Think not, as brutes ; or as becomes 2 man. 


June 24, 1729. 


H U- 


E 
LV. 
HUMAN LI P B.- 


VI STL ſolicitous we ever are 

Concerning life, as of ſome great affair. 

What is it ? what is the amount of all 

That furniſhes this little interval, 

Betwixt the moment when I firſt began, 

And that when I ſhall ceaſe to be a man ? 

What is't that all my hours, days, years, employs? 
A chain of little ſufferings and joys, 

With here and there a liak more ponderous; 

This is man's life, and this by death we loſe ! 
Duly ſubordinate to man, the claim 

Of every other creature is the ſame z 

So many dinners, love-intrigues, delights, 

Buſy, diverting days, refreſhing nights ; 

So many pains, griefs, fears, and all the train 

Of miſeries come o'er and o'er again. 

Who lives a day hath ſome, who ages knows, 
Slides through his courſe in joys and griefs like thoſe, 


Is of a noble power of thought poſſeſt : 

Is he, on that account, ſupremely bleſt ? 
Or does he ſuffer by the gift, and how? 
Conſider we what I am doing now, 


But man, predominant above the reſt, | 


* ZnTnua dau. Longin. 
Retir'd, 


(_ 222 } 
Retir'd, I find my meditations pleaſe, 
When eaſy flow ſuch uſeful thoughts as theſe. 
When glorious objects mental joys excite, 
Or things are ſeen in a poetic light, 
Where the imaginative power diſplays 
New beauties, which itſelf can only raiſe. 
When unfrequented wiſdom's paths I tread, 
And onward preſs, ſecure, divinely led, 
By reaſon's light, not the deceitful glare 
Of kindled matter, and find treaſures there. 
How difficult the taſk ! how oft the ray = 
No warmth procures, nor brightens into day, 
Impenetrable darkneſs ſtops the way ! 
How many phantoms, dire chimeras, we, 
And real ſavage enemies, mult ſee ; 
What foes encounter, filence, and ſubdue, 
Ere we enjoy what is divinely true! 
Pactolus golden ſtreams from mountains pour, 
Ennobled with the all-enchanting ore; 
But he who ſeeks it on the wealthy ſtrand, 
Shall, for ſome grains of gold, ſind heaps of ſand. 


Nor can we ever enemies ſubdue, 
We oft defeat, are oft defeated too; 
Oft find, that what we once, as true, believ'd, 
Deluſion prov'd, and what once pleas'd, deceiv'd. 


Accuſe me not that I complain of this, 
The nobleſt part of human knowledge 'tis. 
When infant reaſon, deſtitute of force, 
Naked, expos'd, lay poiſon'd by its nurſe, 


A mon- 


© ny 3 


A monſter grown, bloated with noxious wind, 1 
What labour and dexterity of mind | 
The cure requir'd, if it a cure could find! 
To him who undeceives us more we owe, 
Than to the man who teaches us to know. 

What art, what ſcience, what attainment, can 

So much enrich and dignify a man, | 

As reaſon purging off deteſted ſtains, 

And which, by native vigour, health regains ! 
Happy is he, who, honour'd and rever'd 
For wiſdom equal to his length of beard, 
His gravity, his mitre, or lawn ſleeves, 
If, as he knows no more, he not believes 1 
Beyond what he, when in the cradle laid, 
Believ'd; if, born a fool, he dies not mad! 

If Providence had not mankind ſecur'd, 
What horrid pangs had thinking men endur'd ? 
But the aſſailant oft itſelf repells, | 
And, if one error wounds, another heals. 

In things divine, who leaſt pretends to know, 
Hath gone as far as human wit can go; 
He may be then pronounc'd the wiſeſt man, 

Who ends his courſe where he, a child, began. 
Hard fate of human reaſon, never us'd 

So well as learning, to be diſabus'd ! 


Whether a man is happier than a brute, 
Hath been, digreſſively, our ſhort diſpute. 


* Che le coſ del ciel fol egli wade, 


Chi 88 gli archi, e crede. 
Fillidi Sciro, fin. 
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Review the caſe, it will be hard to ſay, 

If we enjoy, or ſuffer, more than they. 

Tis as the mind ſhall happen to be dreſt, 

Solemn or gay, one man above the reſt i 
Is wiſe, and all ſuperior to the beaſt, 

Exalted minds angelic joys procure, - 

They may alike infernal pains endure. 

The truth ſeems thus, uncertain though it be, 
'The brutes enjoy nor more, nor leſs, than we, 
The air's the ſame, though in another key. 

But this is ſure, let orthodoxy reign, | 
And men, conſiſtently, purſue the train, 
Brutes, unconcern'd, ſhall the advantage gain, 


The ſtream of life perpetually flows, 

And joys and griefs, ſtill varying, compoſe 
The gift which heaven, or long or ſhort, beſtows. 
*Tis ſuch as ſerves to balance well the fear 
Of death, or of too lung confinement here. 


Is this then human life ? 1s it for this 
We ſo exceeding anxious are? It is! 


June 30, 1729. 
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LVI. 


ART AND NATURE, Op. 


A Bird is near my widow'd bed; * 
When early I unſeal my eyes, 
By nature, or by reaſon, led, 
She ſings, and I philoſophiſe. 


A priſoner ſhe, by fate unkind, 

Driv'n from the woods and open ſky ; 
To melancholy thoughts inclin'd, 

A greater ſufferer am I. 


And yet ſhe fings, and I'm content; 
Both happy are, or ſeem to be; 

The ills we bear no puniſhment 
Appear, at leaſt tis ſo with me. 


An enemy that is ſubdu'd, 
To be an enemy does ceaſe; 
Content the bird regains his wood, 
Content to me is chearfulneſs. 


Whether my pretty bird, or I, 

May glory moſt in what we do, 
Enquire ; the cauſe I go to try, 

The parties we, the judge are you: | 
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Tis nature ſtrives in her, *tis I 
That combat on the other part; 


I manage the philoſophy 
That cures, or mitigates, the ſmart. 


And wherefore ſhould not I prevail, 
And art more joy than nature bring ? 
Shew me the ſweeteſt nightingale 
That can like Sereno ling. 


July 1, 1729. 
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How ſhould I bluſh, if, to contend 
With ſuch an animal as this, 

I ſhould be brought to condeſcend ; 
Not ſo, but thus, the matter is. 


LVIL 


That life is our patrimony, which we are to improve 
all juſtifiable means. 


P OSSESS'D of an eſtate, a prudent man 
Endeavours to improve it all he can, 

Life each man's patrimony is ; ſelf-love 

A principle will teach him to improve; 


Which he does moſt, when what he does poſſeſs 


Procures him moſt-degrees of happinels. 


What's 


1 


What's happineſs? and how ſhall I attain ? 
Thou, my celeſtial oracle, explain. 


Pleas'd, we are happy ; in proportion ſo, 
As we no wiſh for ſomething abſent know; 
The ecſtacies of ſenſe, or of the mind, 
Aſcending, if they leave a wiſh behind, 
Are leſs ſincere than an inferior good, 
Where ſuch uneaſy thoughts do not intrude. 
Happineſs is to every man, what he 

Does, in himſelf, experience it to be; 
What may be ſo to you, may not to me. 
Nor is joy happineſs, but does ariſe 
In us, ſpontaneouſly, from that which is. 


Would you improve this life's imperfe ſtate, 
And be a man angelically great? 
Begin, diveſting your corrupted mind 
Of thoſe pernicious principles you find 
Engrafted there; a peſtilent diſeaſe ! 
Poſleſs'd, ev'n heaven itſelf could never pleaſe. 
Become a child, or ſay, become a brute, 
Who knows but what doth with its nature ſuit. 
Who eat, and love, and ſleep, and, as appears, 
Are utter ſtrangers to infernal tears. 
This done, aſſume the man; go boldly on, 
Get principles ; but thoſe admit alone, | 5 
Which reaſon maſculine delights to own, R 
Thoſe, as they are moſt likely to endure, 
Will, thanks to heaven! our happineſs procure. 
This, I deny not, error alſo may, 
For ſhe does moſt variety diſplay, 


Q But 
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But, inſecure, oft terrible is ſhe, | 
Neither of which the truth is found to be. 


Now, purify'd, the mind, with reaſon arm'd, 


Diſdain to be by leſſer fright alarm'd; 
Although *tis probable the ills may come, 


Look not abroad, ſecure yourſelves at home 


Your preſent day ; the reſt refign to fate, 


And, unconcern'd, for time's productions wait. 


Courage and magnanimity expreſs, 
Or you in vain endeavour to poſſeſs, 
And to ſecure, a ſtate of happineſs, 
Calamity, or what we ſuch ſuppoſe, 
Along the ſtream of life for ever flows ; 
This will unhappineſs procure, if we 
Wiſely extract not its malignity— 

By patiently ſubmitting to the pain, 

Or treating it with generous diſdain, 
Or reconciling to the thing the mind, 
Or reſolutely to God's will reſign'd. 
Aye, there behold the univerſal balm, 
Which brings repoſe, and ſanctiſies the calm! 
And this is real happineſs, but yet 
Tiis only negative, tis not complete. 

By fear and ſorrow unmoleſted, we 

May eaſier attain the next degree; 
Enjoying all that nature does ſupply, 
From one enjoyment to another fly ; 

For reaſon does not what is good deny. 
Nor yet that we with joy ourſelves ſurvey, 
Bravely advancing in the choſen way; 


j 


Taſting 


„5 


Taſting delights, from thoughtleſs mortals hid, 

Nor here is pride, by reaſon taught, forbid; 

That felf-2pplauſe and joy which may ariſe 

In minds celeſtial, virtuous, pious, wiſe. is 


Is this impraQticable ? be it true. | 
The rules are jaſt, what then remains to do ? 
Far as you can, this noble way purſue. 

So ſhall your life ſhine with a brighter ray, 
Be the ſweet morning of a ſummer's day. 
Or failing here, your labour's not in vain, 


You ſome degrees of happineſs attain ; 
Thoſe recompenſe your diligence and pain. 
If only this is gain'd ; when you have try'd, 
You to yourſelf, at leaſt, are juſtify'd. 


July 3 1729. 
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LVIII. 


Too HIGH A KEY. Ops. 


* 


Artenpung ſong, I rais'd my voice, 
Rememb'ring what Cuzzoni's was; 

But I produc'd no harmony, 

I took it in a key too high. 


Thus, ſetting out in life, I ſtrove - 
To imitate the bleſt above, | 
And hop'd the reſt of human kind, 
Enough at leaſt, were fo inclin'd, 
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But I, alas! miſtook my key, 

I am not what I meant to be, 

Nor find the world as I believ'd ; 

Thus diſappointed and deceiv'd, 

I muſt begin my ſong again, 

And warble in an humbler ſtrain. 

Myſelf and others rightly underſtood, 

The muſic may be tolerably good. 

July 5, 1729. 
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LIX. 


Tausr 1n PROVIDENCE. 


To be ſhut up with male factors dead, 
Still more than if they were alive, we dread; 
Juſt ſo, we truſt to Providence's care 

More eaſily, and leſs ſubdu'd by fear, 
In what concerns our future portion here, 
Than more remote futurity ; a ſtate 
Which ever hath been ſubject to debate 
From raſcals dead we know we are ſecure; 
And, though in t'other caſe we're not ſo ſure, 
"Tis yet abundantly more probable, 
'That death will not torment, than that it will. 
Yet, fear 13 not proportion'd to the caſe, 
For paſſion will uſurp its ſovereign's place. 
Here the true cauſe of all our terror is 
Diſtemper'd blood, or rooted prejudice. 

July 17, 1729. | 
| RETRro- 


) 


LX. 


RETROSPECT OF LIFE. 


Demo ſleep, diverſion, intereſt, 

With mind laborious, oft with fear oppreſt ; 

Not vanity or curioſity, 

No impious motive hath prevail'd on me ; 

But duty, and the love of truth, my mind 

To eaſe and comfort, all my ſteps inclin'd, 
Compell'd! Thus many years, whilſt others ſlept, 
Or laugh'd, I my aſſiduous vigils kept. 

On nobleſt ſubjects I employ'd my thought; 

The baniſh'd truth, in its retirements, ſought. 
*Through paths untrodden have I ventur'd on, 
And, as my reaſon dictated, have gone; | 
No other guide there is, there can be none ! 
Arriv'd, at length, the lightſome region found, 
The land is good, but darkneſs does ſurround 
The man who treads on the forbidden ground. 
Truth for the multitude was ne'er deſign'd, 

Too groſs are they, her air too, too refin'd! 
Error to nouriſh all the world is ſeen, 

And the man feeds on what the child took in, 
Though truth is own'd of infinite concern, 

Yet men have other buſineſs than to learn, 


5 — loca nullius ante 
Trita ſolo. Lucret. 
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Through folly, luxury, or worldly care, 


Pride, indolence, or ſuperſtitious fear, 

Their principles continue what they were. 

*If thoſe are theirs, of which they nothing know, 
Which they to birth and education owe ! 

'The idol of the world is intereſt, 


To cheat mankind the buſineſs of the prieſt. 


Is truth a ſtranger ; who poſſeſſes her 
Muſt as a prudent traveller appear, 
And of the country the fix'd habit wear ; 


Thus, incommodious yet, an honeſt mind 


Does all, though innocent, diſguiſes find. 
+Truth's an internal ornament, not made 
For the ſun-beams, but glitters in the ſhade, 
Surrounded by a world of brutes the wiſe 
Muſt be; ſo Adam dwelt in Paradi/c ; 

But not like his ; ours will not us obey, 
Theſe are not only beaſts, but beaſts of prey. 


Peace the poſſeſſion of the truth procures, 
And the enjoyment of the good inſures ; 
A diſentangled mind, a notion clear, 
The truth once found, *tis evidently there. 


% 


— Quæ non frcimus i pſi, 
Vix ea noſtra voco. Ovid. 


+ See Milton s Maſt, v. 641, Oc. 


Her ways are Ways of pleaſantueſs, and all ber 
paths are peace. Prov. iii. 17. 


But 


an 


But this withal ſome injury hath done, 
J live in ſecret, and almoſt alone. 


Aug. 14, 1729. 


Few men lived leſs alone than my father; for, though 

he might ſay more juſtly than almoſt any, 
Nunguam minus ſolus quam cum maxime ſolus, 

yet he kept a great deal of company, and had a very uni- 
verſal acquaintance, Every one was fond of his, as he was 
a moſt chearful and engaging companion; and all own, 
that no man ever told a ſtory better than he, nor had better 
to tell; for he had a fine memory, and was a juſt and a 
nice obſerver of what he read and heard, 


LXI. 


HIGHER FLIGHT s.* 


V Y HETHER the ſun is center of our world, 
Or its vaſt globe is round our dwelling whirl'd; 
Whence come the winds, what makes the ocean flow, 
And is another world in ours below? | 


6 Buis ſub Aro 
Rex gelide metuatur ora, 
Duid Tiridatem terreat, unice 
Securus. O quæ fontibus integris 


Gaudes, c. Hor. O. I. 26. 


+ See Dr. Halley's notion of a nucleus within our globe, 
whoſe poles are oppoſite to ours, in the Philoſophical Tran- 
ſactions. 


When 
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When reign'd Bufiris, or is he the ſame, 
Tranſmitted to us by ſome other name ? 

What matter is; or if diviſible, 

In parts and numbers infinite, yet ſtill, 

As many as the earth, contains the ſmalleſt particle; 
Let thoſe enquire, whoſe minds can condeſcend 
To ſuch purſuits ; I higher flights intend ; 
Truths ! which by craft or ignorance obſcur'd, 
May be develop'd by the mind aſſur'd, 

From terror and from darkneſs freed, and may 
Bafk in pure reaſon's penetrating ray, 

And proſecute with liberty its way. 

Truths! which exalt, ſuſtain, rejoice the mind, 


Truths! for our nobleſt faculties deſign'd. 


I, born to indigence, and much oppreſt 

In early days, nor head nor hands might reſt ; 
Life to ſuſtain, I, with my pencil, {trove 
For excellence; the pencil ſtill I love. 

But truths ſubſtantial, faint reſemblances 
Could not ſupply, nor anxious reaſon pleaſe ; 
Throughout my buſy life, divided care 

My time, my labours, and my powers ſhare ; 
The animal and rational unite, 


I paint for body, for the mind I write. 


Sept. 6, 1729. 


USE 
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LXII. 


USE OF REASON. 


60 5 . 

Our reaſon we muſt uſe.” If thus you ſay, 
And that “we all muſt judge one certain way,” 
What greater contradiction can there be, 

Unleſs all eyes do every object ſee, 
And all alike; and, what appears to you, 
Shall, in my judgment, equally be true ? 
Your doctrine's built upon fallacious ground, 
Suppoſing all alike, when all are different found.“ 


- 


Sept. 12, 1729. 


Pope uſed to love to tell ſtories of 'Vitcum, whom he 1 
was much with in his younger days. When Titcum, who 
had been bred a Catholic, died, he would fee no clergyman. 
% No,” faid he,“ they are a pack of fools; there is our 
fool has writ a great book, to prove that bread is fleſh,” 
and your fool (meaning Tillotſon) has writ a greater, to 

prove that bread is not fleſh.” 


Sed ego infipientior quam illi ipſf gui iſta credunt, 
qui quidem contra eos tam diu diſputem. Cic. Div. II. 


1 — — - 
— 


PAST i 


0 a6 


LXIII. 


PAST PLEASURES 


\ 


P AST pleaſures we in vain deplore, 
They're gone, and can return no more, 
Farther and farther ſtill they go; 

It ever was, and will be fo. 


Adieu, for ever, then, adieu! 
Our buſineſs is to ſeek for new, 
Which will be paſt, and vaniſh too. 


But if, in life's declining ſtate, 
We wiſh and hope we know not what, 
And all infipid is, and flat, 
What ſhall ſupport the ſinking man? 
Enjoying life the moſt he can. 
All loft, this joy remains, at leaſt, 
He very ſoon will be at reſt. 


Written by moon-light, 
Sept. 21-22, 1729. 


( 99-3 


LXIV. 


THE SYBARITE. 


T rzzs was a ® coxcomb, I forget his name, 
As oft I do ; the ſtory is the ſame; 

Supinely flung, his limbs were nightly laid, 

And heaps of roſe-leaves were his fragrant bed. 
But ſo it chanc'd, one night he ſleepleſs was; 
And, would you know the lamentable caſe ? 
Strange accident! a leaf ill-fated lies 

All ruffled under him; aloud he cries ; ö 
And who, thus teas'd, could ever cloſe his eyes? 
Who ſleeps on billets is ſecure, for thoſe 

Are not ſo ſoon diſorder'd as a roſe. 


08. 23, 1729. 


This was Smindyrides, the Sybarite. The ſtory is in 
FElian, ix. 24. I had told it my father, but did not know 


he had put it into verſe 'till now, after his death ; and made 
it better, 


Pleaſure 
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LXV. 


Pleaſure our great purſuit. The art to chuſe. 


P LEASURE's the Daphne which we all purſue, 
Oft diſappointed, we the race renew; 

Or, if enjoy'd, new paſſions ſtill ariſe, 

For this alone the human life employs. 

The nymph in various forms appears; what one 
Fondly careſſes, will another ſhun. 

Nor proves ſhe always what ſhe ſeems to be; 
We often catch no virgin, but a tree. 

No matter what another thinks, if you 

Enjoy, ſo far your happineſs is true. 


Exiſtence we from nature did receive, 

But would you be inſtructed how to live? 
Expect no more from life, than life can give. 
A complicated ſtate ! throughout the train, 

Pleaſure is mix'd, inſeparably, with pain. 
The art is this; diſtinguiſtring aright, 

Evil diminiſh, magnify delight. 

Spring, ſummer, autumn, wiater, night, and day, 
Each hour hath ſomething ſolemn, ſomething gay; 
The little geni1 ſullenly advance, 

Or, ſmiling, meet you in a ſprightly dance. 
Fall in with thoſe that chearfally come on, 
And let the others mourn and ſigh alone. 


Each circumſtance hath ſome peculiar good, 
That chuſe ! the art of life is underſtood. 


Now. 2, 1729. N- 
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LXVI. 
NOTHING SAID: 


Yo U know we met the other night, 
You know too the occaſion ; 

And you demand that I ſhould write 
What was our converſation. 


J nothing ſaid, for ſhe ſaid all; 
You pardon, Sir, I lie, 


A thouſand ſpeeches ſhe let fall, 
But ſaid no more than I. 


May, 1730. 


LxXVI. 


A REAL DREAM. MANY YEARS SINCE. 


| D EAD to the world, whilſt ſleep my limbs oppreſt, 
My thoughts, at liberty, deſpiſing reit, 
Perceiv'd, my nobleſt ſelf, my ſpirit free, 
And looking down on this corporeal me. 
This now lov'd body in a ditch was laid, 
There lay theſe active hands, this buſy head; 
There lay this honeſt heart, but void of heat ; 
It had its fate-appointed pulſes beat. 
; Ns 
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No projects now, no hopes ! and even care 
Was filent, was obliterated there. 

I ſaw its abject ſtate, .and thus thought I; 

In that, or whatſvever place you lie, 

Know, whilſt I thee poſſeſs'd, I us'd thee well; 
If, in the days of nature, ill befell, 

No fault of mine contributed ; no ſhame 
Reddens the face of my ſurviving name; 

Pure, uncontaminated, haſt thou been, 

Thou wert, at leaſt, all beautiful within. 


Thyſelf, wich prudent dignity, regard, 
And virtue will be found its own reward. 


June, 1730. 
— 
LXVIn. 
1 O 2 2K KL, 


7 E. ladies, preparing for Amerſham races, 


Receive, with diſcretion, advice from a friend; 


No intereſt hath he, but he tells you your caſes, 


For he is no ſtranger to what you intend. 


It is not a race, *tis a lottery you, 
For all your pretences ſo cautious and wiſe, 


Ve maidens and widows, are gathering to, 


And a lover is what you expect as a prize. 


My father was then on a viſit at Mrs, Drake's, ut 
Conſider, 
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Conſider, if blank this your ticket ſhould prove, 
You are not in juſt the condition you were 
Inſtead of a prize in the alley of love, 
You muſt be contented to go under par. 


If T were a lover, by all that 1s good, 
Should the nymph put me off until after the day, 
I would not accept of her then, if ſhe wou'd; * 
She's a blank, and l'd make her the difference pay. 


Truſt not to blind fortune, accept of your lover, 
Or he may reject when the lottery's over. 


ph Nh ehh 


LXIX. 


DamzTas AND AMARYLLIS. 


C LEAR was the evening, and the weary'd ſun 
Was haſting to the level ocean's brim ; 

The cottager's appointed work was done, 
All filent was, and nature's eye grew dim. 


| 
Under a muſk-roſe old Dametas ſat, | 
With lovely Anaryllis by his fide ; | 5 | 
Pleaſing their looks, delightful was their chat, 
And both the cenſures of the plains defy'd. 


Known honour is againſt all ſlander proof, | 
Secur'd by innocence no bluſh can ſtain ; 

Virtue and prudence keep the foe aloof, | | 

Or his own breaſt alone ſhall feel the pain: | 


Tk Joyous - 


| ſenſible withal, and diſcreet, 
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Joyous they ſat ; ſometimes his pipe he play'd, 
Whilſt the the primroſe and the cowſlip wove ; 

Sometimes to ſing he preſs'd the ſkilful maid, 
And friendſhip was the theme ; it was not love, 


Friendſhip, nor youth, nor beauty's charms doth claim, 
Fair as the faireſt was Damwetas old; 

He knew to fan a purer, brighter flame, 
A flame which lives when love, 'as death, is cold: 


A flame which brighter in Elyſum glows, 
Where is no Capid's gaudy feather'd dart; 
There ever lives, nor diminution knows, 
It chears the foul, not feſters in the heart. 


Below, full oft, with abſence too ſevere, 
Damætas is, is Amaryllis eroſt; 

Then ſhall their joys no interruption fear, 
But ev'ry moment ſhall their friendſhip boaſt, 


Mean time, let each, as opportunity 

. Allows, the other's happineſs procure 

And what they cannot, with the wil! ſupply, 
And unavoidable complaints endure. 


Thus ſang, or thus diſcours'd, the ancient ſwain 


She, ſmiling, heard, and what he ſaid approv'd; 
Then anſwer'd in a more delightful ſtrain, 
For (though not equally with him) the lov'd. 
Jan. 3, 1731-2. | | 
This was in the height of his poetical friendſhip for 
Mrs. Catherine Knapp; who was, indeed, a fine woman, 
had been a very fine one; now a little in the vale of life; 


EPI- 
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LXX. 


r 1 


H OW comical now is my fate, 

Were my ſtory but prettily told; 

While here I am poking the'grate, 
And blowing'my noſe for my cold! 


To cough I can ſcarcely forbear, 
Give me porridge and ground-ivy tea, 
And, by Thur/day or Friday, as fair 
As Phyllida's ſelf hall I be. 


Jan. 26, 1731-2. 


C000000000000006000VS091000008000 0090000000908 
LXXI, 


From Locwman (THE AnABIAR.) 


'T o-ay is ours, to-day let us enjoy; 
Give me the largeſt glaſs ; here, fill it, boy! 
Whilſt wine is in the hogſhead, let it run; 
No mortal ever ſaw to-morrow's ſun.“ 


June 30, 1731. 
To cẽea fx Ao, 
To d; Gupiov Tis d, Anac. XV. 
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LXXII, 


Written in Lord Dyſert”s garden at Ham. 


Can more be done ? If not, no farther try ; 
*Tis time and labour very ill-beſtow'd ; 

You muſt, at laſt, on reaſon firm rely, 

Eternal reaſon ! call it fate, or God. 


That point determin'd, what have we to do, 
But to enjoy what ſhall of life remain ? 

To ſee the good in the moſt pleaſing view, 
And ills reſiſtleſs bravely to ſuſtain ? 


Aug. 19, 1731. 
AVANT RC ERR RN ANN 


LXXIII. 


In that which was Lord Rocheſter's, at New-Park, | 


the ſame day. 


Acan I ſee the place, which heretofore 
I ſaw with joy; thoſe days are now no more; 
What yet remain, if I ſhould happy find, 

It not depends on things, but on the mind, 
That well diſpos'd, the reſt will all be well; 


If not, ev'n heaven itſelf becomes a hell. 


E Ulubris, animus f te non deficit equus. 
Hor, Ep. I. 11. 30. 


Reviews 
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Reviewing all your numerous train of years, 


Mix'd and ſucceſſive joy and grief appears; 
What now remains would you defire to know ? 
You need not to the cave of Delphi go; 

Apollo's here. You happineſs would find; 

Hope not to mend the world, correct your mind. 


Aug. 21, 1731. 


00d dee ooo dose oss see: 


LXXIV. 


Written en BANSTED- DOWN S. 


Braun not the world, men's follies, or their 
crimes, 

Nor hope for better in ſucceeding times; 

All will be right if you yourſelf are wiſe, 

And can the ills you muſt endure deſpiſe. 


Aug. 22, 1731. 


— £5 
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LXXV. 


To Seiler. UNFIiNISHED SKETCH, 


F ORGIVE me, O thou beſt of friends! forgive; 


Teach me, what yet I never knew, to live. 
R 3 Prompted 
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Prompted by fate, I happineſs have ſought, 

Purſu'd the noble game, but have not caught ; 

This way and that, above, below, around, 

In vain ; 'tis in the narrow center found! 

To books, arts, prudence, virtue, gold, and fame, 

Love, friendſhip, peace, wife, children, health, I 
came, 

What poets, prieſts, philoſophers, can name ; 

*Eager I aſc'd the prize I did expect, 

| Whom once they flatter'd, now they did reject. 

Not that I thee neglected; by thee aw'd, 

I rev'renc'd thee as a domeſtic god; 

Dreaded reproaches from thy angry brow, 

And paid obedience to thy laws, as now; 

But rather fear'd than lov'd ; at length, I find 

+Thou only art ſincere, ſufficient, kind. 

A prodigal am I, am naked come 

From huſks with ſwine ; O, welcome meat at home! 

If ſelf declares it, wealthy then, and wiſe, 

Great, and renown'd, the happy mortal is. 

On lovers, friends, whoever ſhall depend; 

Will loſe his lover, nor preſerve his friend. 

If virtue, arts, or wiſdom, he ſhall chuſe, 

He'll be an idiot, and his honour loſe. 


® Inter cuncta leges, et percontabere doctot, 
Qu ratione queas traducere leniter æ vum, 
Duid mi nuat curas, quid te tibi reddat amicum. 


Hor. Ep. I. 18. 96. 


+ 7751 tecum optime convenit, Senec. Queſt, Nat. 
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But thou, indulgent, ſay that I am bleſt, 

T happy am, forſaken by the reſt; 

By thee applauded, and by thee alone, 

Wealth, wiſdom, beauty, all the world's my own. 


Thus pray'd I moſt devoutly, but in vain; 
Self hears me not, and I muſt ſtill complain. 
Who is the man who happy days ſhall ſee? 
*Who thinks he happy is, that man is he. 


OZ. 13, 1731. 


All are alike ſeeking the way of happineſs; it is the 
whole bent and ſtudy of human nature, from birth to death; 
but how few find it! My dear father did, more than any 
man I have known; and ſo too many others ſaid of him. 
The generality are ever wandering and bewildering them- 
ſelves in a thouſand plauſible mazes, that lead to, and end 
in, inextricable error; but miſs the plain path before them, 
nor hear the © ſtill ſmall voice,” while they are ſtarting 
after ſhrill and diſcordant noiſes, 


IF thou hadft known, even thou, in this thy day, the 
things which belong unto thy peace | but now they are 
hid from thine eyes, Luke xix. 42. 


* Qui ſibi amicus eſt ſcito hunc amicum omnibus N. 
Fs. Senec, Ep. vi. fin, 


R 4 . THE 
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IXXVI. 
THE HAPPY MAN. 


H APPY the mind, ſtrong, vigorous, and clear, 
By guilt unwrinkled, or by ſhame or fear; 
The man who health enjoys, unus'd to pain, 
Nor dreading want, nor much deſiring gain! 
Who buſineſs hath, and leiſure ; both employs 
To proper purpoſes, and both enjoys. 

Wild blows the tempeſt ? Calm, ſedate is he, 
Taſting the harveſt of philoſophy. 

IIls apprehended wiſely are withſtood, 

While the man revels in the future good. 
Cautious, but hopes, and images the beſt ; 
Acts right, and leaves to,Providence the reſt, 
Devout, can raiſe to heaven a ſteady eye, 

Baſk in its beams, and flames of hell defy. 
Happy who can with wings poetic riſe, 

His fancy bright, and pictureſque his eyes, 
Sees beauties vulgar ſight can never know, 
Enjoys what art or nature-can beſtow, 

And more than nature ever had can ſhow. 

Is he belov'd ? loves he? and hath a friend? 
Unthank'd for good does ſtil! more good intend ; 
Though injur'd, croſs'd, is placable and kind ; 
Happy the man ! celeſtial is the mind ! 


Oct. 26,.1731. 


THE 
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LXXVII.“ 
THE HAPPY WOMAN 


I S ſhe who healthy, witty, fair, and wiſe, 

Can all the follies of her ſex deſpiſe ;_ 

A virgin is, and fo reſolves to be, 

Scorning to change for man her liberty. 

Conſcious of virtue, unperplex'd with thought, 

And daily ſays her prayers as ſhe was taught. 

Happy is ſhe, as mortal woman can, 

Who loves, and is belov'd by ſuch a man, 

Who always ſtudying her happineſs, 

She ſtudies his felicity no leſs ; 

To all the world this virtuous friendſhip ſhows z 

How bleſt, if, now, her happineſs ſhe knows! 
Oct. 28, 1731. | 


This is Mrs. Knapp, as the other was himſelf, and 
truly his piQure., 


LXXVII. / 


Taz DeLt, at Sharloes in Bucks. 


\ E ſylvan deities who haunt this glade, 
For gods, and godlike minds, by nature made, 
Attend! Ye gaze upon my uncouth face, 


*Tis true I am a ſtranger to the place; 
| | But 
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But here, by you inſpir'd, around me throng, 
And be indulgent to my humble ſong, 


Fit place for contemplation, is the mind 

Inquiſitive and wiſe, from earth refin'd! 

Here worthy objects raiſe the pious thought, 

By all we ſee, or find around us, taught; 

Theſe woods, groves, lawns, fields, gardens, valleys, 
hills, | 

Theſe murm'ring currents, lakes, or whiſp'ring rills, 

'T heſe various walks, where the ſun's chearful ray 

Salutes us, or where boughs obſcure the day; 

For every ſeaſon, every hour contriv'd, 

Glad hearts are gladder made, and drooping ſouls 
reviv'd. 


Tis true, no proſpects far remov'd appear, 
Nor barren hills; but all is cultur'd here; 
Nor deſert; ſee, among the trees, a“ town, 
And all that Sharlces ſees is Sharlces? own! 
On earth, in air, in water, all around, 
Beaſts, birds, and fiſh are plentifully found. 
Fly not, ye deer, no enemy am I; 
They know mankind, and, ſcudding, ſwiftly fly, 


See, yonder, that fair hoſpitable pile, 
Where plenty, elegance, and temp'rance ſmile ; 
No wonder ; ſhe, whom Providence hath made 
Its ſubſtitute, commands, and is obey'd. 
Here we maternal love with prudence ſee, 
And filial duty, though in infancy. 


®* Amerſpam. 
| Here 
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Here friendſhip ſhews its ever-lovely face, 
And merit, wiſely, merit doth embrace, 
Here joy ſeraphic, and a love divine, 
With a more elevated ardor ſhine ; 
Th'Almighty here is with due rites ador'd, 
Each ſcorning to admit another Lord ! 
Here beauty dazzles the beholder's eye, 
But blended fo with awfal modeſty, 
That paſſion, if it does the heart invade, 
Is, of itſelf, divine, or ſo is made. 


Ye deities, whom now my eye ſurveys, 
I now, among you, ſee a lovelier face, 
Not more engaging beauty than appears 
When I thoſe children ſee—but they are hers! 


This Sharles is, which whoſoever knows, 
From thence reluctant, but inſtructed, goes; 
Reflecting thus, that mind muſt ſtupid be, 
Which, ſeeing Sharloes, does not heaven ſee! 


My father was on a viſit there of about a week or tem 
days, October 1731. 

What is ſaid of friendſhip, is in reſpe& of Mrs. Cathe- 
rine Knapp, a lady of family and fortune, and fine quali- 
fications; Mrs. Drake's friend and companion ; and for 
whom my father had himſelf an extraordinary eſteem and 


regard, 


LOVE 
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LXXIX, 


LOVE ASLEEP. AnacxegonTic. 


H Us H, ſee you not among thoſe lillies 
Quiet ſleep the god of love, 

How inactive he, and ſtill is, 
Wont ſo buſily to rove ! 


Winds too fierce, approach not near him, 
Nor ye leaves too loudly rattle, 

Nightingales, at diſtance fear him, 
And, ye nymphs, forbear to prattle; 


Move not, or on tip-toe gliding, 
And let echo liſt in vain; 

Waters, from the mountains ſtiding, 
Silent ſeek the daiſy'd plain. 


Love aſleep, the world is quiet, 
And his quiver'd darts defying. 
« I (ſays Sylvia) not deny it, 
But ſuch peace is worſe than dying.“ 


April 6, 1732. 


| Easeg 
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LXXX. 


EASE PROCURED BY INDUSTRY. - 


'To labour born, to induſtry inclin'd, 
Active my hand, nor indolent my mind, 
The race of buſineſs eagerly was run, 
Suſtain'd with honour, and the prize is won, 
And I, repoſing, bleſs the ſetting ſun. 
Careleſs and joyous now, I court delight, 
Unterrify'd at dark approaching night ! 


The ſilk-worm thus, with buſy art and care, 
Purſues her taſk, nor will her bowels ſpare ; 
Her taſk perform'd you fancy ſhe will die; 

Ah no! more wiſe, the worm's a butterfly. 


LXXXI. 


Serie THE RISING SUN. 


# 
Ynovr, all ye foreſts, clap your hands, ye trees, 
Smile, op'ning flowers, blow now, you rip'ning corn, 
Rejoice, ye mountains, and ye whelming ſeas, 
Each river-god laugh, leaning on his urn; 


* The taeuntains and tht bille Pall break forth be- 
Fore you into ſinging, and all the trees of the field ſhall 
clap 
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Behold the purpled ſæy, the bright'ning ray, 
The ſun appears, and, mild, proclaims the day. 


Sleep on, ye drunkards ; gluttons, ſnore your fill ; 
Let ſloth and luſt enjoy the reeking bed; 
But ye, who wiſely follow nature's will, 
Diſmiſs your ſleep, from pure digeſtion bred : 
Ariſe, come forth, pronounce the matin prayer, 
And drink new vigour from'the cordial air. 


See yonder! now ye may ſecurely gaze, 

The roſeate dews indulge your tender eyes; 
Familiar, now, ye may behold his face, 

Anon he'l] triumph in the azure ſkies. 
See how he mounts, and mounts ; the neighing horſe 
Thus ſtarts, and glad purſues the promis'd courſe. 


Turn, as ye walk, and ſee the trees behind, 

While the blue miſt ſlow ſmokes among the boughs ; 
The growing beam in chequer gilds the rind, 

And, with new brightneſs, riper warmth allows ; 
The diſtant weft unveils her drowſy-eye, 
And all the fading nightly dæmons fly. 


Long fince I liſten'd the ſhrill matin ſong, 
Awaking day, and the domeſtic brood, 
Briſtied, or feather'd, each, in various tongue, 
Demand, what they hereafter promiſe, food. 
Mean while the joyful birds, on every tree, 
Or high aſcending, boaſt their liberty. 


clap their hens Iſa. Iv. 12. Let the floods clay 

Hbeir hands, Jet the hills be ayful together. Pſalm 

xcviii. 8. 0 
Still 
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Still mounts the ſun, and caſts his beams around z 
I feel his warmth increaſing with his light ; 

His beams, not level, glancing on the ground, 
But ſloping, to the ſhaded ſtream invite; 

The clouds come on, in white and gold array'd, 

And kindly ſpread a temporary ſhade, 


What! till aſleep! all dark the airleſs rooms! 
Still death-like ſilence ſullen reigns within. 

No! hark ! an apparition onward comes, 
Another moves; their day does now begin; 

Anon, half-waken'd eyes, in dull diſmay, 

Will ſtare, when told what they have loſt to-day. 


At Sutton, Aug. 7, 1732. 


LXXXII. 


Seliloguy, on employing the dregs of life. 


V \ H doſt thou linger thus ? why till a ſlave? 
Why bid defiance to the cruel grave ? 
The dregs of life, long fince decreed thy own, 
Thoſe dregs are come, and may be quickly gone; 
Sweeten thoſe dregs, at leaſt their taſte improve, 
Supply with other joys retiring love. 
Beneath the ſhadowy verdure of tall trees, 
Or near ſome ſtream, or grand extent of ſeas, 
Or ſome fair proſpect widely looking round, 


Or in ſome cloſer cultivated ground; 
Where- 
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Where'er thy lot ſhall Providence diſpoſe, 

A life of care and ſtudious labour cloſe. 
Nor idle yet; beyond yon” tow'ring ſky, 

By love divine, and contemplation fly. 

And, when old native genius ſhall awake, 

Let thy accuſtom'd hand the pencil take; 

Or the propitious muſe, on ſprightly wing, 

Of God, of nature, love and friendſhip, ſing, 

Or, if to reading humour ſhall invite, 

A book peruſe—or thou a book may'ſ write! 

% 'That horſe may lawfully be call'd a cur, 

Who will not carry his own provender.“ 


Sometimes thou otherwiſe may'ſt uſe thy head, 
Thinking, the body alſo mult be fed; | 
Then ſearch the walls, ſee how the fruit comes on, 

!h Learn how to be the beſt ſupply'd at noon ; 
Thy ſoul, ſublime, then condeſcends to ſtoop, 
And peep into the barn, or chicken-coop, 
Or dove-houſe; pry *till eggs be duly found, 
Of beef or mutton aſk the price per pound; 
How may be had the ſeaſonable fiſh, 
Good bread and water, thy luxurious wiſh ! 
But, above all, the dairy be thy care; 
For meat and drink, fiſh, fowl, and fleſh, are there, 


Riding or walking, rarely ſitting ſtill, 
Death haſtens on, and“ will come when it will.” 
Aug. 21, 1732. 


Thus may'ſt thou thy remaining moments fill, | | 


My dear father, who had always been a moſt laborious, 
man, (boy and child, we may ſay!) and who, notwith- 
ſtanding 


- 


— 
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* 


LXXXIII. 


LIGHT WITHIN. 


\ \ ELcome, bright ſtar, the ſun's glad harbinger; 
But, O, my boſom ! *tis all darkneſs here. 
Fair peace return! bright joy ſhine here again; 
Or thou to me art glitt'ring there in vain, 


ſtanding ſuch numerous writings, bath publiſhed and ma- 


nuſcripts, and thoſe of ſuch cloſe thought, which were 
moſtly produced between the hours of four or five, till 
eight, in the morning, and walking or riding, and then, in 
his chamber-chair, often *till midnight, employed more 
hours in the day than almoſt any man, in working for a 
numerous family, having frequently four or five different 
companies ſitting, in the ſummer-time, from nine in the 
morning *till eight at night, with only his dinner-time, 
and a quarter of an hour's nap between, uſed every now 
and then to ſay, © he ftill hoped to make the dregs of life 
his own.” And fo he did, living ſome years entirely to 
himſelf, and in the manner he here plans out, only that he 
never had any thing to do with marketing, &c. Rare ex- 
ample of a happy temper, with ſo indefatigable a ſpirit, 
fully enjoying the moſt abſolute leiſure with chearfulneſs 
and dignity, after a long life of the ſevereſt application to 
buſineſs! He was now 67 years old ; but, though he ſup- 
poſed the dregs of life were come, they were not ſo, as 
he did a great deal of buſineſs, at various times, and 
with great reputation, and might have done much more, 
after this, | 


8 Nor 
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Nor ſtar, nor ſun—a more important ray, 
O, ſpirit divine! thou art my light, my day. 
I ſee the dawn, the grey-clad nymphs retire, 
Celeſtial warmth is kindling at thy fire 
Thou art all glory, though all gloomy I; 


So yonder purple cloud proclaims the ſun is nigh, 


Sept. 19, 1732. 


* About, or rather at this time, began the Morning 
Thoughts; the 4th and 15th of this September being the 
firſt and ſecond of this glorious ſeries of a daily philoſophi- 
cal and poetical hiſtory of his mind. 


DDD 


LXXXIV. 


All mean the ſame God, whatever the name. 


Vu NUS! to thee my vows I pay, 
Adore thee each returning day; 
Each dawn my incens'd ſacrifice 

L offer with uplifted eyes; 
And, when the day forbears to ſhine, 
My evening offerings are thine. | 
Be thou propitious to my love, 
My fears and jealouſies remove 
On me beſtow each day's delight, 
Nor hide her from me all the night. 


But tis not, Venus!“ tis not thou, 
O Phoſphorus I to whom I bow, 
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"Tis not to yon? Heſperian ſtar, 
But him, by whom all things that are 
Exiſt, and ſhall for ever be ; 
He ſhines 1n all, and only he. 
To him let me be underſtood 

To pray, for ever wiſe and good! 171 
Him, who eternally decreed, | N 42 
We all ſhould © have the good we need.“ 

Oct. 10, 1732. 
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LXXXV. s 1 

' BH 

From an ancient Greek manuſcript, Ont. 1 
| | il 

A Troop of fair Diana's maids ] 


Tripp'd light the flowery ground, 
Seeking the thickeſt of the glades, 
And what they ſought they found. 


But ſomething found they never ſought, 
Nor underſtood it neither, | 
It was from one to t'other brought, 
A ſilver painted feather ! 


15 


The bauble caught each greedy eye, 
Each reaching hand would have it ; 
To her that ſat the neareſt by, 
She, who poſſeſs'd it, gave it. 


S 2 Around 
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Around it went, and all were pleas'd, 
Yet, with a ſtrange commotion, 


They felt, at once, their ſouls were teas'd 


With paſſion and devotion. 


All were inquiſitive to know 
What kind of bird &er wore it? 
And, whilſt indifference they ſhow, 
Were ready to adore it. 


But ſoon the queſtion came to be, 
Who ſhould poſſeſs the feather ? 
For maidens never will agree 
In partnerſhip together, 


Diana muſt the matter end ; 
A favourite had ſhe; 
She gave the feather to my friend, 
My friend gave it to me. 


But who was that diſtinguiſh'd laſs? 
Your pardon, that I ſay not; 

What lovely form, what beauteous face ? 
Forbid by her, I may not. 


She knew I'd make a pen of it ; 
I did, but to my wonder, 
Her name and mine, whate'er I writ, 
Would never be aſunder. 


I try'd again, again I try'd, 
The caſe was ftill the ſame ; 

Obſerving, ſhe began to chide, 
But how was I to blame ? 


Perplex d, 
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Perplex'd, amaz'd, I mufing fat, 

And ſaw, at little diſtance, _ 
Something—ye Gods! and what is that! 
I roſe to make reſiſtance, 


But C»pid, laughing at me, ſaid, 
« Be ſtill, *tis only I.“ 

I then was ſomething more afraid, 
Yet knew no reaſon why. 


Says he, That feather there, your pen, 
Came from this wing of mine ; 

Your name with her's who gave it, then, 
No wonder if it join. 


« If, refractory, ſhe oppoſe, 
No God will fo adviſe her; 

(He touch'd a dart) here's ſomething knows 
To teach her to be wiſer,” 


Nov. 15, 1732. 


LXXXVI. 


Tre CühERRT AND THE FiLBERD, 


Cuexr. 


M ETHINKS you look confounded dull, 
| Your coat is grave and rulty ; 
I am of juicy ſweetneſs full, : 
Am beautiful and luſty, 
S 3 Fil.B2RD. 


* 
3 


b 


. 
5 z 
a 
j 1% 
3 7 4! 
, = 
4 M7 by 
EF 
= 
* 
24M 
. 
3 75 F 
= $ 
1 
„ 
E, © 
1 
15 | 
1 
© [ 
Po LS 
«pf * (1 
„ 

: NY 
N 
26 
4 4 
mot 
* / 
. 

. 
1 
<= 
3 
1 
_ 
+ 8 
T 
'« 
. 
: v4 : 
1 
2 , 
XxX 
": 
2 4 
: * * 
_ Pp + o 
* 3. 
1 * 
"| 
"2 
1 
=* 
26 
+4 1 
741 
1 
1 
+4 
7 
Ms 2 
1 
+4 
” 4 
WF: 
4 Wy l 
7 * « 
* % 
"of 
1 
5 os 
I 
2 
= 


4 262 ) 


FiLBERD. 
Though beauty I, and gaiety, 
Nor have, nor mean to boaſt of, 


I have what, thou can'ſt not deny, 
I know to make the molt of. 


I can the dainty palate pleaſe, 
And am ſecure from plunder ; 

I many weeks enrich my trees, 
Thou art but nine days wonder. 


There needs no moral to this fable 3 
Girls, let it he upon your table. 
Nov. 23, 1732. 


* 
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LXXXVII. 


Sent to Mr. Pope, when his Eſſay on Man «vas fir/# 
publiſhed. | 


VI 3, friend, thou art conceal'd; conceal'd, but 
how ? 

Ever the brighteſt, more refulgent now ; 

By thy own beams betray'd ! each nervous line, 

Each melting verſe, each ſyllable, is thine, 

But ſuch philoſophy, ſuch reaſon ſtrong, 

Hath never yet adorn'd the loftieſt ſong ; 

This is not Pope —who can this poet be? 

No name will fit; it is, it muſt be he. 
90 Doſt 


( abs.) 
Doſt thou unwilling raiſe the dreaded hand, 


To ſcourge the town, the court, the guilty land ; 


Is thy deſign to make men good and wiſe, 
Branding pert emptineſs, and daring vice. 

Doſt thou thy wit, at ance, and courage ſhow, 
Strike hard, and bravely vindicate the blow ; 

Or doſt thou God delineate, or man, 

Trace that immenſity, this mortal ſpan; 

Thy hand is known, nor needs thy work a name, 
The poem loud!y will the pen proclaim. 


I ſee my friend; O ſacred bard, all hail ! 
The glory of thy face defeats the veil. 
Write thou, and let the world the writing view, 
The world will know it can be none but you. 
Cloſe in thy grove, or in thy grotto fit, 
We ſee the wifdom, harmony, and wit z 
The blaze burſts forth, aſtoniſhing, our fight; _ 
Though wrapt in artful clouds, we ſee thee write. 


So the ſweet warbler of the ſpring alone 


Sings darkling ; but, the note, the note is known; 


And ſo the lark, inhabiting the ſkies, 
Trills unconceal'd, though hid from mortal eyes. 


March 17, 1732-3» 
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LXXXVII, 
n 1. 


Tu pleas'd to pleaſe my friend, while ſne 

No leſs is pleas'd in pleaſi ng me; 

If pleaſure pleaſing me is none, 

I am not pleas'd to pleaſe alone ; 

When pleaſure is by pleaſure met, 

Pleas'd, pleaſure pleaſure will beget; 

If pleaſure lonely wiſhing lies, 

Diſpleas'd, it languiſhes and dies. 

When pleaſure's gone, be pleas'd to ſay, 

How long unpleas'd will friendſhip ſtay. 
_— 6, 1733. 


LXXXIX, 
FLOWERS AND FRUIT. 


Dems ſleep, the early day 
Invites to open air ; 


My growing flowers I ſurvey, 
My orchard finds me there, 


The 
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The honey-ſuckle; piony, 
Carnation, | lilly, pink, 
The roſe, nor ſlight the apple-tree ; 
Nor long forget to think, 


This tree hath had its bloomy ſpring, 
*T'was promiſing and gay, 
The eaſtern winds their terrors bring, 
„The gaudy leaves decay. 
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Alas! too ſoon my fav'rite flowers 
No more were to be ſeen; 
The white and red no longer ours, 
Let us enjoy the green. 


I did. At length, among the leaves, 

I ſaw ſome fruit ſecure ; | 
The vernal bloſſom oft deceives, 

The knotted bud is ſure. 


Let her (thought I) reflect like me, 
When crowded by the beaus, 
The ſolid fruit upon the tree 
The trueſt beauty ſhows. 


June 16, 17333 


All theſe ſort of addreſſes to Mrs. Knapp were only the 
amuſement and overflow of a lively imagination, unbend- 
ing itſelf from thoſe high ſubjects he ſo often treats ; much 
like what is commonly ſuppoſed of Petrarch's to Laura 
and ſhe, who was a very ingenious woman, not young, (at 


leaſt five and forty !) underſtood them as ſuch. 
+ On 
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XC. 


On Thornhill, he feat of Sir James Thornhill, in 
| Dorſetſhire. 


Resrowp, adorn'd by Thornbill's artful hand, 
See Thornhill on its old foundation ſtand ; 

Not only ruin triumph'd o'er the frame, 

The gates were open'd to a ſtranger name. 

She ſigh'd, ſhepray'd, nor ſigh'd and pray'd in vain, 
At Thornhill, Thornhill is obey'd again. 

Here long ere time records, that name was found 
Commanding hills, and plains, and woods, around; 
Behold the loſt dominion is reſtor'd, 

Again, of Thornhill, Thornhill 1s the lord! 
Another æra for the name's begun 

Live happy here till time itſelf be done. 


July 10, 1733. & 


My father and I were invited down hither by Sir James, 
and ſtayed with him a week or ten days, with the moſt po- 
lite and friendly reception. This ancient eſtate had been 
out of his family, I think, two or three hundred years, 
and recovered by Sir James's {kill and n! as our beſt 
hiſtory- painter. 


HERE- 


6 


XCl. 
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1 F, when I was a little chit, 
One, fam'd for aſtrologie wit, 
Concerning me had prophefy'd, 
And 1 been ſure he had not ly'd; 
Had told me I ſhould live to ſee 
Gun-poxwder treaſon thirty-three ; 
Had told me all that I have ſeen, 
That ſtrange variety between; 
Had told me how, and when, and where ; 
My little eyes, I ſee them ſtare! 

But what would they, if any naw 

Should tell me where, and when, and how, 
Events, to all but fate unknown, 

Should puſh, and puſh each other on, 
Appear, paſs o'er the ſtage, be gone 
Should ſay, the next is foe, or friend, 

Or that with this the train ſhall end. 

If this was told, and all believ'd, 

I know not how *twould be receiv'd, 
With chilling damp, or praiſeful tongue, 
Whilſt one or t'other might be wrong. 
In vain it is that we ſuppoſe 

To know what not an angel knows, 
What the next minute ſhall befall ; 
*Tis night, *tis hocus pocus all; 


J 


Whether 
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Whether the ſun on me ſhall ſhine, 


Or not a beam of it be mine; 
Whether what life is ſtill behind 
Shall be malevolent or kind 
What life? alas! I life have none, 
The Gods give moments one by one, 
And what they give can never ſtay, 
They give, and ſnatch as faſt away ; 
Now all is ſmiling, ſullen next, 
Tormented, pleas'd, delighted, vext. 
Nov. 1733. 


See Horace's ode to Leuconot, * Tu ne quæſieris ſcire, 
nefas!” and ſee here much more fancy and invention, 
though the ſame ſubject; and, above all, to how much a 
nobler purpoſe. 

Thou art wearied in the multitude of thy counſels ; 
let now the aſtrologers, the flar-gazers, the monthly 
progneſticators fland up, and ſave thee from theſe things 
that ſhall come upon thee, Iſa. xlvii. 13. 


XCII. 


ALL LOST Ax D FORGOTTEN, A FRAGMENT. 


—— EN this lov'd world ſhall be 


But as a fable told, a dream to me. 


To what now charms the ſenſe, exalts the mind, 
My "1 ſhall be . my eye be blind. 
And 
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And thou, O purpling ſky, thou morning ſtar, 


Thou ſun ſo glorious, and thou moon ſo fair, 
Von' boundleſs heavens, and thou beſpangled pole, 
How little part of univerſal Whole! 

Ye hills, ye fields, ye gardens, rivers, ſeas, 
Thou winter's hearth, and cooling ſummer's breeze, 
Ye walks, ye journeys ; and each gladſome face, 
When home preſents me my accuſtom'd place, 
Adieu ! all theſe are now for ever loſt, 

My buſineſs now is a far diſtant coaſt. 

I now no more ſhall, with juſt pride, enhance 
The healthful luxury of temperance. 

I now no more ſhall find the vigorous limb, 

No more on flowery hills poetic climb, 

No more purſue the art I ever lov'd, 

No more be cenſur'd, be no more approv'd. 

All nature ſinking ſhall appear one blot, 

Raphael and Milton“ thou ſhalt be forgot! 


Dec. 8, 1733. 


He means this laſt to Mrs. Knapp, I ſuppoſe, and, be · 
des, there is a little hint after it in ſhort-hand, 


ON 
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XCIIL. 
ON MILTON. 


Tu Y majeſty, Meonides,* muſt bow, 
Nor ſings the Mantuas Scan f delicious now 
Sicilian t muſe! not tender are thy lays, 
Pindar and Horace we forget to praiſe, 
Sublimely great, in elegance ſupreme, 

A God thy muſe, and ſacred is thy theme ! 
All that exalts, is good, is wiſe, we ſee, 
And all the charms of poetry in thee. 
Till thy Loft Paradiſe, Parnaſſus ſhone, 
A feeble brightneſs ſoft the purpling dawn 
Now full meridian glory decks its ſkies, 
And rays empyreal dazzle angels eyes. 


O bard beyond compare, my ſouk's delight! 
Teach me thy page, I not preſume to write.$ 
Dec. 12, 1733. 


* Homer. + Virgil. t Theocritus, 


$ My dear father was naturally a fond lover of poetry, 
and Waller and Cowley he had ſelected for his favourites; 
for ſo it may be called, as he never had any one to point 
out the beauties of any thing, nor any way to dire& his 
choice, When he firſt came to Mr. Riley's, quite or al- 
moſt a boy, he found an old quarto edition of Paradiſe 
Loſt, torn and thrown about the houſe, for no one 
had any taſte there. He was ſo ſtruck with the firſt looking 
into this, of which he had never ſo much as heard before, 
that 


* þ 
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XCIV, 


Not having ſeen the morning or evening flar many 
month. 


y ; HERE art thou hid, O faireft ſtar, 
Whoſe eye I lov'd to view? 

Art thou extin& ? or baniſh'd far 
In yon” unfathom'd blue? 


Or art thou fled beyond the main, 
Where ſun- ſcorch'd negroes rove ? 
Do deſert foreſts thee detain, 
Or ſome unhallow'd love ? 


Ye caves, beneath the gliding ſtream, 
Where Natad; corall'd arms 

Spread forth, when tantalifing dream 
Their cooler paſſion warms ; 


Say, is my ſmiling ſtar retir'd 
Beneath your waſhy ouze ; 

Weary of being thus admir'd, 
Doth ſhe the CE chuſe ? 


that he at once gave up his Waller and Cowley, and 
read this over and over again, (as much as remained of it, 
for ſeveral leaves were loſt; I have the book now juſt as he 
at firſt found it;) and in the eagerneſs of his love, got it 
in a manner by heart. So that his paſſion for Milton 
(whom he read better than I ever heard any) was truly 
genuine, and his own ; and not, like that of ninety nine 
in an hundred, as in all other caſes, from the general cry. 

| | On 
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On yonder hill, how oft do J, 

When evening cool invites, 

With ſteady gaze, the ſtooping ſky 
Ranſack, and all its lights! 


Is Fenus this, or is that ſhe ? 
Still is the anſwer, No. 
Where can the lovely goddeſs be, 
Who diſappoints me 1o ? : 


When morning-miſts the azure plain 

Obſcure with cooler grey, 

T leave my bed, but till in vain, 
My ftar leads not the day. 


More early, ere the ſaffron morn 
Hath ftreak'd the eaſtern road, 
I to my wonted haunt return, 
I wait the coming God. 


O Phoſphorus ! (thy other name) 
Shew me thy circlet fair; 

I wait *till great Apollo's flame 
Bids me no longer ſtare, 


| Ye ſages, who the heavens read, 
Direct my untaught view; 

Or, if ſhe not returns with ſpeed, 
My morning ftar, adieu ! 


Impatient I muſt ceaſe to gaze, 
If gazing till alone; 

Beſides, my morning ſtar-leſs days, 
Myſelf muſt ſoon be gone. 


April 7, 1731. 


Toe 


E 


XC. 


T ⁰ roſes in a glaſi, gathered ſome days fince, now 
before me on my table. 


Buys ! ſnatch'd by me from your gay ſtalk, 
The witneſs of my early walk ! 

What, 1! alive, ſtill odorous fair, 

As 1a your native garden there, 

Encompaſs'd round with ſweets? Ah! no; 
Though here ye ſpread, and ſmell, and ſhow. 
But ye are here now ſmelt and ſeen, 

Which, yonder left, ye had not been ! 
Perfection is not made for man, 

Let us rejoice in what we can. 


Aug. 6, I 734 


This might alſo have been applied to Cæſar and Alexander, 
and the other heroes, who quit ſecurity and eaſe, for fame. 


0000000000010000000000 


XCVI. 


On D. WARD AND TEMPERANCE. 


Tr E land tormented long with quacks, : 
As very rogues as Waltham Blacks, 

Pretending this and that to cure, 

And, like the Pope, devout and ſure ; 
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Comes now another, with a drop, 

To kill diſeaſes at one chop. 

Pray, let an honeſt man be heard, 

As honeſt as is either Ward.* 

Confound the drops, pills, bliſters, potions, 
And all your *pothecary-motions ; 

Would you prolong beloved breath ? 

A muzzle take, or draw your teeth. 


Aug. 26, 1734. 
»The other was John Ward, Eſq; of Hackney, mem- 


ber of parliament, expelled the houſe, and pilloried for 
forgery in 1727. See Pope's Dunciad, iii. 34. 


XCVII. 


Ox BenTLEeY's MiLl rox. 


Have fix'd, at the tail, to amaze and affright, 


LBE a lanthorn of paper, which boys to a kite 
But which nor intends, nor diſpenſes the light, 5 


. Is Bentley; of languages learned profuſe, 


But a beggar, applying his words to their uſe ; 
And for modeſty, manners, and honeſt good-nature, 
. Your ſervant, Sir Doctor, the fam'd Milton-hater. 
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XCVIII. 


To Mr. Pope, who ſaid I had made more wer/es 
than be. ns 


I Make more rhymes than you, you ſay. 
No doubt I do, and well I may: 

You them create ; I'd have you know, 
With me ſpontaneouſly they grow. 
Your's ven'ſon are; but I, a glutton, 
Muſt fill my belly with my mutton. 
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XCIX. 


| Deſigned for pictures that J etched of myſelf. 


Tius face no more ſhall glad the friendly eye; 
Let not the name in duſt inactive lie; 

Then ſhall thy mind be better'd by the ſound, 

And both our urns with living odours crown'd. 


Mine ſhall no more delight the friendly eye, 
Let not the name in duſt inactive lie; | 
Diſhonour it defies z thy heart fincere, | 
Living! when dead thy urn will laurels wear. - 
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Happy who imitates the good deſign'd 7 
Adieu! love mine, to thy own name be kind. 
Whoſe will no evil ever ſaid or did, 


Why ſhould his face, his name, his heart, be hid ? 


To be put to my picture. 


AY AN A A Ne A ey re es 


C. 


Melancholy refleAion on dining at Richmond alone.? 


F OR loſs of pleaſure had, I ſigh in vain— 


Enjoy the preſent, what is loſt is gain. 


Sweet 1s the ſeaſon, moderate the day, 
The views delightful, to my wiſh the way, 
Healthy and ſtrong myſelf— If this be ſo, 
It not imports what *twas ſome years ago. 


At the Dog at Richmond, whilf 
dining alone, May 29. 


Alas! ſoft words are unavailing ſounds, 
Whilſt the heart feels, ev'n now the ſorrow wounds. 


Coming home.t 


lt was on my long confinement at home (who uſed to 
be his never-failing companion) with a nervous weakneſs 
and lowneſs of ſpirits, | 

FI mall never forget his dear look and ſigh, when he came 
home, and met me languid and melancholy, “ hoping he 
had had a pleaſant journey; nor the affeclionate agony of 
his ſqueeze of my hand, without anſwering a word. 


On 
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Cl. 


On mecting Alderman Parſons at Sutton, Aug. 4. 


Y y ELL mounted, lacquey'd, gilded, as you ſee, 
A fooliſh, ſaucy look—and who is he ? 
A may'r, a ſenator, ſome great man, ſure ? 
% Gueſs'd like a conjurer—'tis Namps the brewer.” 


$0000 EEE 


CI. 
TRUE LUXURY. 


Y Y HO would the treaſure, life, improv'd, poſſeſs ? 
The ſenſes gratify, the mind no lefs ; 
Tempt appetite, and what it can receive, 
With lib'ral hand the greedy craver give. 
Indulge imagination, let it riſe 
On boldeſt pinions, and with eager eyes. 
We haſte (remember) to an unknown coaſt, 
Life's pearl, once dropp'd, is gone, for ever loſt! 


This alludes to a ſtory my father uſed to tell of Her- 


nando Cortez, who ſhewing ſuch a pearl as had never been 
ſeen, (perhaps not that which Cleopatra drank off to Marc 
Anthony, diſſolved in vinegar, nor that which Julius Cæſar 
placed on the ear of Venus Genitrix, in the temple he dedi- 
cated to her,) leaning over the ſide of his ſhip, dropped it 


into the ſea. 
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Is ſeen no more, *tis ſunk into the main, 

And irretrievable a fingle grain ; 

Remember, would'ſt thou ſenſual joy enhance, 
*Tis done, and only done, by temperance ; 
And know withal, the man who tries ſhall find, 
That conſcious virtue moſt exalts the mind; 
Voluptuouſneſs of ſoul, if it be fought, 

By reaſon 'tis, by true religion taught 

God ever preſent, that idea, bright, 


Is ecſtacy ſecure, ſupreme delight! 


*Ho ! every one that thirſteth ! come ye, haſte, 
Pure waters flow, the living fountains taſte ; 
Away, no price, no money in your hand, 

And, what eternal goodneſs gives, command. 
Nov. 14, 1734. | 


. Is. 8. 
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CIIL . 


CoxnTENT IS ABUNDANCE: 


P ER annum ten thouſand, you ſay, and what then? 
Is the man of a ſpecies diſtinguiſh'd from men ? 
Does he eat, does he drink, at the rate of his rent, 
Or better, or more, than I can with content ? | 
If not, he's as poor as I am, and the reſt 
Is no other than cumberſome feathers at belt. 
But if, with his thouſands, he wiſhes yet more, 
Your ſervant is Craſus, your hero is poor, 
New, 15-16, 1734. TEM- 


29) 


IV. 
TEMPERANCE. 


H ERE, I have got a try'd receipt 

To make a charming diſh of meat ; 

"Tis cheap, and always to be had, 

Gives health, and makes the ſpirits glad. 
III read it to you: © Only wait | 
*Till real hunger aſks the plate, 

And when you fear you eat too much, 
Hold, not another morſel touch !” 


Nov. 17, 1734. 
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Lorwycn is dead : it well may be, 
Old, threeſcore years and ten, was he.” 

Fah! ſay you ſo ?—a hint for me 


Nov. 19, 1734+ 
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CVI. 


My EARLY LUCUBRAT1ONS,* 


| V V HILE others ſleep, or drink, or play, 

I aſk what ſolitude can ſay ; 
If it improves, and gives delight, 

T put it down in black and white; 

And, as it takes as little time, 

I proſe neglect for tuneful rhyme ; | 

What thus the muſe tranſmits to view 

Is ſafe, and well confider'd too ; | 
I for myſelf have thought, and you. 


Nov. 19, 1734. 


This word was objected to by a great poet, and learned 
man, to whom my father read it, as being only proper for 
«late ſtudies at night ;” but he was miſtaken, though I 
could not diſprove it then. 


In lucubratione veſpertinã ridicas 5 palos 10, totidem 
untelucand. Plin, H. N. xviii. 26. And Columella, 
xi. 2. per antelucanam lucubrationem. 


SHUN- 


CVII. 
SHUNNING COURTS.* 


N OR yet the ſun appears. Confuſion fills 
My landſcape, dark the fie!ds, and hid the bills, 
Fog, miſt, and vapour ſuffocate the ſkies, 

And cloud on cloud the feebleſt beam denies ; 
Though all is bright beyond the atmoſphere, _ 
Does the ſun think he hath no buſineſs here ? 
Made for himſelf, or us, does he ſuppoſe, 

Or, faithleſs, hath he other regions choſe ? 
Why were thoſe fires, thoſe ſplendors to him given, 
That throne ſublime in the vaſt vault of heaven? 
"Twas all for us. We therefore bleſs his rays ; 
But thoſe with-held, unworthy he our praiſe. 


So, eaſtern monarchs, hid and loſt in eaſe, 
The ſlaves of luxury, the land's diſeaſe, 
Neglecting government, or worſe, diſtreſs'd 
Their people, and by cruelty oppreſs'd, 
Forfeit their power, and abdicate the throne 
And who deplores the tyrant, if undone ? 


My father had an averſion to what he called“ the 
ſlavery of court dependence,” and twice declined being 
King's Painter, though powerfully invited. He was in a 
manner compelled to draw the King's picture, and the 
Prince of Wales's, The laſt came home to fit to him. 


s Happy 


1 


Happy the land which no ſuch comet knows, 
Where royal ſtate with public freedom flows; 
Each in their channel juſt, and both unite 

To navigate the common veſſel right! 


O majeſty! forget thyſelf a while, 
And humbly on a free -· born Briton ſmile; 
A man who no preferment aſks, or worſe, 
A bribe, a penſion, conſtitution's curſe ! 
With honour crown'd, rich his exchequer is; 
His length of days the leaſt reproach defies, 
And all his luxury his mite ſupplies, 
Smilirg attend; reſolve, where'er thy place, 
In either hemiſphere the throne to grace; 
Shine forth, the people's good be all your care, 
'The people's good for which your glories are ; 
Then ſhall your diadem with honour ſhine, 
The world made happy, happineſs be thine. 


Nov. 20, 1734. 


* My father uſes his old friend, the ſun, whom he 
ſo often almoſt idoliſes, as the Portugueſe ſailors do their 
St. Antonio, when they cannot prevail on him to lay a ſtorm. 
This in jeſt ; but he is in noble earneſt, when he aſſerts his 
own free-born ſenſe of government, 


PRAISE 
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CVIN. 


PRAISE DUE IN ALL CONDITIONS. 


Sus. dreary cold, and gloomy ſmoke and fog, 
Sun, moon, nor ſtars, are ſeen by night, nor day, 
As if all nature were one quivering bog, 
And we were reptiles, doom'd in mud to ſtay, 


If thus it ever were, exiſtence found, 

The pleaſure which, ev'n now, I ſee and feel! 
My praiſes ſhould be heard through all to ſound, 
1 would adore the wiſe paternal will: 


And juſtly would. What praiſes then are due 
To him who ſummer's heat, bright froſt beſtows, 
The fragrant verdure, and the ſunny blue, 
Autumnal apples, and the vernal roſe! 
Nov. 20, 1734. 


— — — 
CIX. : 
WHY I WRITE. 


'T yovan few approve, Ill write my thoughts ; ; 
but why ? 
Indeed, ye nice, tis not to humour you; 
I write to pleaſe myſelf, I not deny, 


And to give pleaſure to the friendly few. 
| And 
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And not alone to pleaſe, though worthy that, 
More worthy yet is my ſincere deſign ; 


To raiſe and mend my foul J meditate, 
And happy thou, if that iatent be thine, 


Dec. 19, 1734. 
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CX. 


LEISURE WITH DIGNITY. 


To Sir Berkeley Lucy, baronet. 


Yo U ſeem ſolicitous, my friend, to know, 
How I employ my leiſure hours beſtow'd, 
How I on waters calm my pinnace row, 
So long accuſtom'd to the rolling flood; 


How I my limbs, my faculties, inur'd 
Laboriouſly to life's important taſk, 
If indolence is patiently endur'd, 
And if I not again for buſineſs aſk. 


You apprehend impoſſible it is 

Io taſte unpraQtis'd eaſe with dignity, 

And on the quiet ſcene the audience pleaſe ; 
Such are your friendly fears concerning me. 


You 
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You know me well, dear friend, but ſure forget 


Theſe hands, theſeeyes, this mind, can be employdʒ 


Though I not in the trading voyage ſweat, 
The ambient ſpace is not-an empty void, 


You know me well, and rightly judging, ſay, 
I indolence and loit'ring pleaſures loath ; 
And can I not employ a ſummer's day, 
And winter's tedious night, avoiding both ? 


Can 1 not innocently ſay, and ſmile, 

This day is mine, I now am no man's ſlave ? 
Is there no honour but inceſſant toil ? 

Can no man but a ſordid drudge be brave? 


Not tedious is the ſummer's day, the night 
Of longeſt winter is too ſhort for me; 

Buſineſs, though empty-handed, can invite; 
I can, as gueſts, the arts with pleaſure ſee. 


Not mercenary now, the art belov'd, 
Companion, friend, with native luſtre ſhines ; 

Love claims the ſubject, *tis by {kill approv'd, 
And leiſure perfects what itſelf deſigns, 


Nor now, with anxious eyes, the muſes ſing, 
Nor now, complaining, fear and ſorrow ſooth ; 
My Clio warbles to a nobler ſtring, 
Paints joyous landſcapes in the beams of truth. 


The vaſt affair of worlds to come, unſeen, 

With fear and trembling, and with utmoſt thought, 
Is firmly fix'd, and many years hath been; 

This hath employment, fit for angels, taught. 


Ex- 
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Expatiating, and round and round I try, 

- With ſteady wing, and gaze the ardent ſun, 
From happineſs to happineſs I fly, 

TTis ever here, nor ſecret conſcience ſhun. 


And can I help the needy, my glad heart 
Meets the occaſion, labours in that mine; 

If I can ought that thou ſhould'ſt want impart, 
(Dear friend) theſe hands, eyes—all I am is thine. 


Dec. 27, 1734. 


Life's idle buſineſs,” Pope ſays, and he talks only like 
a poet, but life's important taſk” is ſpeaking like a 
philoſopher and a rational Chriſtian, and like ſuch a man as 
this paper of verſes deſcribes, and ſuch as my dear father 
really was; who, in a life, of moſt ardent buſineſs, could 
yet be truly ſaid © to be then moſt buſy when he had leaſt 
to do.” He roſe very early; in the ſummer often at four, 
ſeldom later than fix even in winter; for he had his fire laid, 
and a ruſh-light burning, to kindle it himſelf, with two 
large candles placed. Theſe hours he uſed to call“ his 


* 


own. 


+: + RC 5 
CoMPLAINING, LOOK WITHIN, 


O Sleep, return! ſweet ſleep, return, and peace, 
Paternal fondneſs, diſappointed, ceaſe ! | 
| | | Duty 


ea 


Duty neglected do I, fighing, blame? 

Obſerve that ſigh, the breaſt from whence it came; 
What there is found amiſs correct, the cure 
Is ſweet, and the rewarding olive ſure. 


Jan. 1, 17345» 


What an image of a ſweet, mild, placable diſpoſition, 
ſtill improved and heightened by the delightful ſtudy of re- 
ligion and philoſophy! and ſuch my dear father's truly 
was; ever ready to overflow with tenderneſs for deſert, and 
as ready to ſee the contrary in its moſt favourable light; at 
worſt, to compaſſionate, and ſtill hope a change, 


| Pep rr reer rr 
CXII. 


PowtER OF PENITENCE. 


D UTY and love perceiv'd, ſweet ſleep returns, 
And love paternal with new brightneſs burns ; 
With joyous arms my children I embrace, 

And they, as glad, behold a father's face. 
Unkindneſs found, return'd unkindneſs may 
Reſtore my ſleep, and drive my ſighs away; 

But I have no ſuch medicine, none can gain, 
Philoſophy, religion will complain. 

The duteous tear heals all, and all is heal'd, 


The tide of love its utmoſt banks has fill'd; 
For 
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For thee, dear ſon, I have no love in ſtore, 
Thine never ebbs, and mine can be no more. 


Jan. 2, 1734-5. 


J have the heart-felt happineſs of reflecting, as I fre- 
quently do, and inceſſantly return my humbleſt acknow- 
ledgments to God for it, that 1 was a perpetual cordial 
comfort to that dear man, and, after my dear mother, the 


beſt and moſt beloved of wives! contributed, above all 
things in this world, to make fo valuable a life as contented 


and happy as it deſerved, 
DESODHODDO00000000000001000000000000000000008 


CXIII. 


ENJOY ALWAYS. 


Ti R'D with my ſix hours bed, I waiting lay, 
Imploring the approach of ling'ring day ; 


„O would Aurora, though in tempeſt, haſte ! 


O that the intervening ſpace were paſt ! 

O that the ſpring more ſwiftly would come forth, 
And bid the rifing ſun creep near the north, 
That earlier morning might me earlier bid, 

Riſe from my bed, be there no longer hid!“ 


Soon I correct theſe thoughts. I wiſh the ſpring, 
I with the ſun its wonted light would bring, 
But would not loſe the intervening hours; 
The darkeſt ſeaſon has its ſpringing flowers; 
En- 
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Knjoyment all can give, there's none to loſe, 
Nor would I any, *till its ſeaſon, chuſe. 
Expected good the preſent ſhall increaſe, 

By hope poſlſeſs'd ! thus ſhall impatience ceaſe. 
Life is too ſhort, I bid no moment haſte, 

Will laviſh none, each drop of life will taſte. 


Jan. 7, 1734-5. 


A, 


cx. 
LKES CEO: 


O UR life is ſhort, 
And fortune's ſport ; 
Our buſineſs is — 
To „ eaſe, and pleaſe.” 


As ſhort, and more full than Epictetus's“ Bear and 
forbear,” which, however prudent, omits the e and 
juſt enjoyments of life. | 


CXV. 


GoD PRESENT, ALL SERENE. 


D EPRESS'D by rain perpetual, wind and cloud, 


Or miſts, which pure cerulean brightneſs ſhroud ; 
: U Or 
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Or whether age, or accidental damp, 

My ſpirits chills, and dims the vital lamp, 

I tug for breath, and frequent Wy in vain, 
Reiterate, reiterate again, 

Till ſhort relief is gain d; again my breaſt 

Is ſoon with want of air inſpir'd, oppreſt. 

Ere youth to manhood had its claim reſign'd, 
*Thus hath my body griev'd my paſſive mind, 

Or thus my mind hath my machine diſeas'd, 
For rarely thus I breath demand, if pleas'd, 

Or, unperturb'd, or not too much employ'd ; 
How 1atimately are thoſe friends ally'd ! | 
And, as each other they annoy, no leſs 
They mutual love and power to aid expreſs, 
That theſe be perfect friends concerns us near, 
Pleas'd both, but neither's pleaſure buy too dear. 
The preſent, all complaints have one great cure, 
Or diſſipated they, or I endure, 

Nor more complain ; or fo complain, that I, 
With reſignation, kiſs my deſtiny. 

The great idea ſeen, the face divine, 

Gloomy, though morn, I ſee the landſcape ſhine ; 
In winter's tempeſt I embrace the ſpring, 

The fields, though drown'd and muddy, odours fling ; 
| In miſts and fogs, in winds, and ruffled ſky, 
Young zephyrs, ſcatt'ring full-blown roſes, fly ; 


Hence tis we wait the wond'rous cauſe to find, 
How body acts upon impaſſive mind. 
Re GARTH's DISPENS. 
+5 X —— Alterius fic 


Atera poſeit opem res, et conjurat amice, Hor. 
The 
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The beamy face of the vaſt orb his rays 
In gold, in purple, plentiful, diſplays. 
God is in all, alike in all is he, 
J him in darkneſs, as in ſplendor, ſee ; 
Alike his attributes in all appear, 
He is not God of ſpring, but all the year; 
The weather, ſeaſons, are inclement, rude; 
He is in all the ſame, wiſe, powerful, good ; 
My Father's face, if manifeſt, divine, 
Griefs may invade, or health and plenty ſhine, 
Trivial the circumſtances, H poſſeſt, 
That great idea flaming in my breaſt, | 
Theſe not import; the landſcape will be fair, 
Warm, and exhilarating ſweet, the air, | 
And I ſhall freely breathe, for God is there. 

Jan. 19, 1734-5+ 


The ſirſt time my dear father was ſenſible of this diffi- 
culty of breathing (which was. ſo great ſometimes, but 
rarely, and accompanied with ſuch a palpitation of heart, 
that one might plainly ſee his neck-cloth move) was from a 
molt violent attack on ſeeing the tragedy of Oedipus, I 
think the firſt play he ever ſaw, when about eighteen or 
nineteen years old; and which affected him ſo, that he was 
obliged to have a lodging at Highgate, to be in the air; 
and here, after two or three days, from his lowneſs of ſpi- 
rits doubtleſs, he fancied he had received a violent tap on 
the ſhoulder, when no one was by ; which alarmed him to 
. ſuch a degree, as a hint and fore-runner of death, that it 
was ſome months before he could get clear of this fright, 
as he had a ftrong and lively imagination, and was, in his 
early youth, much more than afterwards, of a melancholy 
turn, | 
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* 5 CXVI. 
Exjor and Fok BEAR. 


1 Love my appetite to pleaſe, 

And would the juicy orange ſqueeze; 
Would catch, and teach each honeſt pleaſure - 
To give its moſt and over-meaſure. 
Behold I bluſh not while I boaſt 

To drink the wine and eat the toaſt ; 
And while of pleaſures I have ſtore, 

I gormandiſe, and call for more, 

Would all poſſeſs that any man 

Has graſp'd, now holds, or ever can. 
This purpoſe how ſhall I attain ? 

„The way is ſure and ſafe.” Explain. 
„Learn to enjoy, and to refrain.“ 


Jan. 19, 1734-5. 
See No. CXIV. and note. 


CXVII. 


WE KNOW NOT WHAT 16 BEST. 


\ E flowers, which deck my table while I write, 


Whoſe various colours me ſo much delight, 
While joyous thoughts, pure ſentiments ariſe, 
And I am lab'ring to be gladly wile ; ' 

| How 
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How did you grieve when the rude fingQgore 
Your tender ſtalks, and bid you grow no more, 
And ſcarcely life ſuſtain your number'd days, 
So few, nor more to feel the chearing rays ! 
Now you rejoice ſecure, and ſhelter'd here 
From the black ſky, and wind and eaſt ſevere, 
From the fierce froſt, the cruel blaſting ſweeps ; 
Death now not ſwiftly flies, but flowly creeps ! 
The leſſon's plain. Imagin'd ills befall ; 
Reſign ; our wiſer Father governs all. 


Jan. 24, 1734-5+ 
=revetatato=otr=o'tccatrcio woo 


CXVII. 


RESIGNATION, 


Tu E muſe is like ſome certain friends, 
Who ſerve for mercenary ends, 

But, if you their aſſiſtance need, 

You'll find they are not friends indeed, 
1, by an accident ſurpris'd, 

Chanc'd to be unphiloſophis'd ; 

The muſe perceiv'd me glance an eye 

To her, but ſhe, methought, was ſhy ; 

I then complain'd, as now you ſee; i 
The maid was griev'd ; “ and why (ſaid ſhe) 
Am I condemn'd ? and why in rhyme ?” 
Then putting on an air ſublime, 


U 3 Pro- 
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Pronounc'd this oracle ; 


© Whoe'er complains, 
A * is, and elinks his iron chains; 
Exert the man, let wit, let reaſon ſpeak, 

The fetters, though of adamant, will break ; 
And thus will reaſon, thus the muſe will ſay, 
Suſtain the evil! 'tis but for a day, 

And ſent by him whom all the worlds obey.” 


Then ſmil'd the muſe, triumphant, for ſhe ſaw 
Peace in my eye, and in my heart the law.“ 


Fan. 26, 1734-5. 


® Great peace have they who hve thy law, and no- 


thing ſhall offend them. Pl. exix. 165. 


CXIX. 


Enjoy THE PRESENT. 


Aa glad am I, fierce January's oer 
Alas! this January is no more 

Life now is ſo much ſhorter than it was, 

No added January fills its place. | 
Unalterably fix'd, the fatal hour 

*Remains beyond Omnipotence's power; 


Ne Deum quidem paſſe omnia — nec factre, ut quz 
ixit non vixerit. Plin. H. N. xi. 7. ä 
What 
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What fate decreed, eternal wiſdom ſpoke, 
Nor can the everlaſting chain be broke. 


But now the vernal bloom, the gaudy May 
Is a month nearer than on New-year's-day. 
Granted. But 'tis as evidently true, 

The hour of death is a month nearer too. 


The ftock of pleaſure for that month deſign'd, 
Is gone, and but rememb'rance left behind ; 
Loſt to the univerſe is all that's paſt, 

And, whilſt I think, new pleaſures fly as faſt, 
Another month expir'd, the glittering ſtore 

Will ſtill be leſs, and life exhauſted more! 

The wiſe oeconomiſt, had he a tongue 

To praiſe the empty bag at random flung, 

Would to its next poſſeſſor kindly ſay; 

** Wiſh not the time more ſwift may paſs away, | 
*Hope for another, but enjoy to-day.” 


Feb. 1, 1734-5. 


Omnis Ariſtippum decuit color et ſtatus et res, 
Tentantem majora, fere præſentibus æguum. 
Hor. Ep. I. 17. 23. 


See this in driftippur s OWN elegant . lian 
XIV. 6. 


34. Exxon 
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CXX. 


— 


ERROR SOMETIMES THE MOST DESIRABLE. 


| Por eight or ten in company, 
Or more or leſs by two or three, 
It not imports ; there's not a man, 
Of all the accidental clan, 
Who is not better than the beſt, 
Hath wit as much as all the reſt ; 
Or if not that, at leaſt till hope, 
He'as ſomething that Sc. wants and Pope. 


How wiſe and good is Providence, 
That, in ſuch penury of ſenſe, 
Permitted to the human race, 

Each ſhows a well-contented face ! 
Amidf the poverty which reigns 

Of good, while every man complains, 
Not one but thinks himſelf hath ftore, 
Enough for half a dozen more, 

Of this, or that, or t'other kind ; 
Self-love and ſelf-conceit combin'd, 
Will for that one abundance find. 
Whoe'er it be, all will prefer 

This ſelf to t'other him, or her; 
And, though *tis fallacy and dream, 
Tis better than the truth to him. 


O truth 
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O truth! I love thee; let me aſk 

To ſee thy face without a maſk; 

But, like St. Auſtin, let me pray, 

I may not ſee too much to-day.” 
Feb. 2, 1734-5 


CXXI. 
IxD1SPOSITION AND RESOLUTION. 


1 


* 

Crue on, dull morning, indolently creep, 
And ſeem, like me, unwak'd, nor yet aſleep; 
With drowſy ſteps, and yawning cheeks, come on, 
A zephyr'd whiſper, roſy gleam, be none; 

In miſt and cloud envelop'd is thy ſky, 
Encumber'd, reſtleſs, and diſturb'd am I; 

I ſlumber, dream, then wake, then dream, then doze, 
Attempt to live, and heavy eyes uncloſe ; 

Inactive yet, delay, attempt again, 

Complain, but lounge, and then again complain 
Reliev'd awhile, but whilſt reliev'd diſtreſt, 

The fire of nature ſmoulders yet, oppreſt ; 
Irreſolute, reſolv'd, irreſolute, | 

And life and death, a hated ſtate ! diſpute. 


*. Theſe lines wonderfully humour the languor they fo 
finely deſcribe, by the very movement, which can hardly 
get on, Mark the difference when extricated, | 


But 
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But now the kindly flame ariſes fair, 
Eſcap'd my bed, the muſe attends my chair 


Vigour and joy awake, my mind expands, 


And all its active faculties commands; 

My open'd way I reſolute peruſe, 

Within, around me, with attention view; 

Baſy, contriving how I wiſeſt may 

Diſpoſe each moment of my new-born day; 

How dignify with ſeaſonable good 

Each added drop to life's long trailing Rood ; 

Days days purſue, years follow years, and pour 
Their flick'ring waves; nor dread the unknown ſhore; 


No tedious, unreſoly'd debate is mine, 


Employments, like my flowers before me, ſhine, 
And as thoſe flowers delightful; ſoon I chuſe, 
Nor time of action in conſulting loſe. 


But firſt reſolve, whate'er the cauſe I find, 
Why I an hour this day was lame and blind, 
Buly in doing nothing, but, diſeas'd, 
Nor ſlept, nor wak'd, was neither vex'd, nor pleas' d, 
An hour was loſt; that cauſe with utmoſt care 


Pl ſhun, and of the cauſe of that beware. 


Feb. 17, 1734-5. 


Among the almoſt infinite variety of natural and ſpirited 
deſcriptions of the early morning, of which he was fo fond, 


(and indeed all the other parts of day and night, and ſeaſons 


of the year occafionally,) I ſhould leaſt have expected one of 
this kind, I ſuppoſe, by the laſt lines, he had ſpent the 
evening with ſome friends, as he every now and then did, 
in the city, Mr. John Gore, Sir Jeremy Sambroke, Sir Ed- 
ward Hulſe, &c, who had over-perſuaded him to taſte with 

; them 
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CXXII, 


Can Do waar I cayvse. 


O How my joys awake, my raptures ſpread, 
When early I forſake my tedious bed ; 

When I, reflecting, to this ſelf can ſay, 

Friend, thou art free, ſpend as thou wilt thy day!“ 
Chain'd to the oar ſo many circling years, 

To works laborious, and to anxious cares, 

Giv'n now with dignity and joy to chuſe a 
The works of leiſure for the hand or muſe; 

Buſy, or unemploy'd, approv'd to be, 

Bid by the world, myſelf, and God, be free, 

And taſting liberty; this joy will bring, 

Known but to him who thus can think and ſing. 


Feb. 19, 1734-5. 


them of a ſumptuous ſupper, againſt his uſual temperance, 
and he reſolves to venture himſelf no more among them; 
and fo, ſhun © the cauſe” that caus'd their kind importu- 
nity, and his compliance; which was very extraordinary 
too; for I have ſeen him ſo well reſiſt them, as to fit the 
whole ſupper without taſting a mouthful even of John 
Dorte, 3 


SAFETY 
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CXXIII. 


SAFETY AFTER TEMPEST. 


Tu E diſcipline of ſleep inactive paſt, 
From kindly warmth to rigid north I haſte, 
The raptures of the new-born day to taſte, 


How ſweet the air! how cold the boiſterous wind! 
But I have learn'd in ſummer joy to find, 
Tris roſy ſummer in my placid mind. 


Our native iſle, unknowing what is next, 
Now glad with zephyrs, now with Boreas vext, 
Is with variety, ſo lov'd ! perplext. 


But everlaſting blooming ſpring the while 
Spreads here within a ſalutary ſmile, 
| Myſelf am Delos, fortunate the iſle. 


»Delos, once floating, in the orient toſt, 
Till ſhe Apollo's birth was taught to boaſt, 
She then commenc'd a fix'd, a happy coaft, 


_ * Alludingto Callimachus's beautiful * Hymn to Delos,” 
which he had lately verſified from a proſe tranſlation I had 
made for him, and which he hath here ſo artfully applied 
to his once toſſed and unſettled ſtate of mind, from reli- 
gious ſcruples ; for which ſee No, 1. page 163, 


So 
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So I, long wand'ring in the rugged main, 
Heard my inquiſitive defires complain, 
And aſk'd this oracle, and that, in vain. 


Now brightneſs, more than young Apollo knew, 
I on my Delos can with rapture vie; 
Am anchor'd firm, and know my cable true. 


Now round and round inceſſant, though the wave 
Attempts my ſhores, I can the ocean brave, 
For he who fix'd me, mighty is to ſave.” 


And round and round inceſſantly I hear - 

The mantling ſwan my hills and valleys chear, . 

Singing they ſay, Rejoice, love knows no fear.” 
March 19, 1734-5. 


/ 
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CXXIV. 
Seeing a ſcattered daiſy in the feot-path. 


H OW many eyes have thee, delighted, ſeen, 

Ariſing, ſpreading, midſt the ſunny green! 
When gather'd, borne in an embracing hand, 

How wert thou wav'd, and by the zephyrs fann'd! 

Deſign'd to deck ſome water'd glaſs, like mine, 

And there a while with many more to ſhine ; 

But dropp'd, ill-fated flower, and loſt, here lies 

The early pride of ſpring, and trodden, dies, 

8 While 
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While millions left adorn the verdant field, — 
And to ten thouſand eyes their beauties yield. 


Each man a daiſy is, and ſuch am I, 
Who thus muſt leave the reſt, thus fading die; 
But I not only pleaſure can beſtow, 
JI in myſelf enjoy, have pleaſure too; 
And I, when dead, perhaps may pleaſure give, 
Teach thee to die in peace, in joy to live! 


April g, 1735. 


This may ſeem trifling to thoſe (who are many, indeed 
the many) that have not poetic and pictureſque eyes to mark 
and enjoy the ſweet little elegances of all the divine works 
of nature; and who, conſequently, loſ2 a thouſand plea» 
ſures that offer themſelves, nay almoſt impoſe themſelves 
upon them every hour. Theſe “ have eyes to ſee, and fee 
not.” This was not the caſe of my father, nor of *Chaucer, 
(whoſe truly poëtical genius, above moſt of our beſt poets, 
is ſeen by thoſe who can ſee him) as appears by his delicate 
encomiums on the daiſy. My father ſaw and admired na- 
ture's more than Raphael's or Titian's pencil ; a more pure 
outline, and a lovelier colouring, in every weed of the field 
or ditch ; and therefore would often, in his early morning 
walks, bring his handful of theſe little fugitive beauties, 
which -were ſpread on our breakfaſt napkin, and then 
put into a little water-vial, and placed on the table or bu- 
reau where he read or wrote, 


See Chaucer's © Floure and the leafe.“ 
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SELF PRAISE BEST PRA18 B.“ 


Sears me, ye tongues, I mean no ill, 
If I not all my duties fill, 
*Tis not the error of my will. 


But if you my preſcription claim, 
Are obſtinately bent to blame, 
My conduct ſhall be ſtill the ſame. 
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Thus I a monument ſhall raiſe, 
Shall do me honour all my days, 
{For I myſelf myſelf ſhall praiſe, 


And though a pile of ſelf-eſteem 
Ridiculous and ſtrange may ſeem, 
And litile other than a dream, 


Leſs worth is gold, or braſs, or ſtone, 
For, if your heart the praiſe diſown, 
Praiſe, joy, or honour true is none. 


Mea mihi conſcientia pluris eſt quam omnium ſer- 
mo, Cic. Att. xii. 28. | 

+ Fortis, et in ſeip/o totus, teres atque rotundus ; 

Externi nequid valeat per leve morari. 
Hor. Sat. ii. 7. 86. 

| Quid fibi amicus eft, ſcito hunc amicum omnibus 

N. Senec. Ep. vi. 
Let 
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Let conſcious merit triumph there, 
This with your proudeſt pile compare, 
Thoſe are but caſtles in the air. 


Still, if I might enjoy my choice, 
I ſhould perceive my heart rejoice, 
Re-echoing loud the public voice. 


At night, April 15, 1735- 


Horace's © Exegi monumentum ere perennius” is of 
this kind, but how different the object one, the modeſt 
triumph of a good conſcience, the other only the ſelf- 
flattery of an idle vanity, with the moſt empty of all the 
frenzies, even of this, the fond wiſh of being talked of 
after one is dead. But though my father did not ſeek this 
poſthumous praiſe, he hath it, (as Cato obtained the more 
fame, by neglecting it,) and had the other too, for no man 
had more genuine aſſurances of the general eſteem, with- 
out the tinſel p: ofcfſions of it in nauſeous compliments, 


which he always abhorred. And this will ever be the caſe, 


when the main chance is firſt ſecured, the deſerving it 


« All theſe things ſhall be added unto you.“ 


His pictures are a like monument of his own raiſing, 


and with a like effect. How often have his old friends, 


when they have ſat with me, on caſting their eyes on his 
pictures, in my parlour and dining-room, ſaid, * That 
was an honeſt man! that was a wiſe man! Your father, 
Mr. Richardſon, was the beft company of any man I ever 
knew, and told a ſtory with the moſt humour and clearneſs, 
and always apropos. He knew preciſely where the clench 
lay, and where to top.” | 


Though he cannot hear theſe things himſelf, he hath left 
My 


them a rich legacy to me, 


(306) 


CXXVI, 
| My verſe: uſeful, if not ne good. 


I Love thee, fon, my friend art thou, | 
Would pleaſe thee, fancy I know how. 
Poets thou read'ſt of ancient date, 

And modern too, but what of that? 
Shew me the bard who will ſupply - % 
Thy ſmoking pipe ſo oft as J. f 
Nor will my muſe forbear to write, 13 
Whilſt thou art pleas'd to take and 2 


May 3, 1735. 


5 S3 


This alludes to our conſtant cuſtom, in riding out z we 
ſtopped at ſome pleaſant houſe; to take our ſecond breakfaſt, 
about one o'clock, as we dined at four; or after; after our 
tea I ſmoked a pipe, as I had been adviſed by Dr, Mead, 
for a watery diſorder I had for ſome tus in 7 eyes, and 
from which I found a thorough relief. 


"IC | 


| rr 


cxxvn. 


LiFE COMFORTABLY REVIEWED. 


* 


W ux I caſt back through along train of time, 
Undimm'd as yet, my reminiſcent eye, 


Wander'in miſt of life's moſt early prime, RY 


Slowly return, and every ſtation try; 
| 3 View 
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| HW 
View youthful inexperience, manly care, 
And all that years declining have brought forth 


Impartial weigh, nor crime nor folly ſpare, 
Nor proudly overlook endeavour'd worth; 


(*This to myſelf I ſay, at moſt to thee, 
My heart's repoſitory, deareſt child, 

Who in my eye and tongue that heart may'ſt ſee, 
And never, but the filial love hath ſmil'd: 


And this to thee I earneſt ſay aloud, 
Behold my face, and know both parents there, 
That thou may'ſt-reap the furrow I have plough'd, 
And the rich harveſt of my labours ſhare— 


I fear thee not; thy early virtue wiſe 
Inſtructed thee, and led thee ſafe the way; 
The more wilt thou paternal teachings prize, 
Note what I do, and liſt to what I ſay.) 


Heæc, inguit, ego non mullis, fed tibi; ſatis enim 
magnum alter alteri theatrum ſumus. Senec. Ep. vii. 

This parentheſis is in the ſtyle of Horace's © Qualem mi- 
niſtrum fulminis,”” O. iv. 4. but leſs Pindaric, conformably 


to the more ſober turn of the 04, as the ſenſe is connected 
by a ſort of repetition. 


+ On theſe outward figns every one might ſafely depend, 
and did, for I ſolemnly profeſs before God, now that he is 
long ſince dead, that I, who was hardly ever from him for 
fifty years, am thoroughly perſuaded, he never once told a 
lie, deſignedly, in his whole long life; nor ever once did 
any one action that he thought would offend God, 

| When 


( 397 ) 
When I my proſpe& take, not as the ſun _ 
Through wintry north now views the languid 
ſpring, 
But as in brighteſt noon the landſcape's ſhown, 
And not a nightingale forgets to ſing, 


Various the ſcene, the complicated thread 
Of grief and joy; the laſt the ſmalleſt part; 
I ſee a thick inwoven chequer'd ſhade, 
Where the few lights were chiefly wrought by art. 


The moral life more uniform appears, 
More lovely joyous ; a celeſtial green, 
Which a perpetual flow'ry whiteneſs wears ; 
If briars or thorns, no weeds abhorr'd are ſeen. 


For all the trace, I view the ſtudious thought 
Demanding, * Is this right?“ ere yet my hand 

To enterpriſe the project would be taught, 

Or ere volition durſt the thing command. 


I never dar'd deliberately ſay, 
Though appetite hath impudently ſpoke, 
„ ] appetite, not duty, will obey ;” 
But bravely ſcorn'd to bend to paſſion's yoke; ; 


Ves, oft when fortune on me fiercely ſtar'd, 
I boldly all her thunderbolts defy'd ; 

Whea ſhe aſſail'd, I all my boſom bar'd, 
Mean while, what ſhe impos'd I flat deny'd. 


* My father twice ran the riſk of all his fortune for con- 
ſcience-ſake. Once with Mr. Riley, his maſter in his pro- 
feſſion, and on whoſe fayour (at that early time very much 
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Or if, though rarely, reaſon was ſubdu'd, 


Or filenc'd, reaſon ſoon diflolv'd the ſpell 


The general ſtep with vigour was purſu'd, 


I only ſtumbled, or unwounded fell, 


Gay is this retroſpect, and gay is now 


The balmy evening of my labour'd day; 
For, wiſdom will infirmity allow, | 
And to the heart ſincere, Well done” will ſay. 


Inly my heart pronounceth thus, and he, 

Who knows the heart, will what it ſays repeat. - 
When thus my life I retroſpecting ſee, 

The cloudleſs ſky, the chequer'd n is ſweet. 


May 12, 1735. 
Begun and finiſhed before half an hour after ſeven. 


unſettled and precarious, for he had been in a manner ob- 
truded upon him by his brother, Mr. Thomas Riley,) were 
all his hopes and dependence, refuſing to ſecond him in a 
lie, by which he expoſed him to the reſentment of a man of 
the firſt quality; and afterwards in his“ great religious 


ſcruples, in which he abandoned his profeſſion itſelf, on a 


doubt concerning the lawfulneſs of it, when he had a moſt 
beloved wife, and a dear family coming on, and that pro- 
feſſion his darling ſtudy ! 
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Journey FROM WHITCHURCH, Aug. 7-8, 1731, 


To Jonun . E/j. 


K I ND was s thy i invitation, nor leſs kind - 
I go; and ſuch the entertainment find.“ 


On the flat bank of Thames the manſion ſtands, _ 
There lie my friend's hereditary lands ; | 
The houſe and gardens neither great nor mean, 5 
But where the rural gentleman was ſeen ; 

The prudent female management was found 

In all the various offices around; 

Nothing ſuperfluous or wanting is, | 
Nature is good, and art the reſt ſupplies. 10 
Can muſic, wit, and beauty grace beſtow ? 

| Muſic, wit, beauty, this fair ſegt can ſhow, 

Happy Corelli ! Handel, thou art bleſt! 

Your harmony + Maria's voice expreſt ; | 
Her ſcilful fingers wak'd the willing ſtrings, 15 
The organ's ſolemn tube its tribute brings, 

But ſhe gives aging © to you unknown, 

The notes are your's, the-muſic is her own ! 
Graceful ſhe fits, her looks are harmony, 

The ear is charm'd, ſtill more is charm'd the eye. 20 


9 J greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous. 
SHAKES. OTHELLO. 


+ Miſs Molly Graham, Mrs. Wallis's daughter by a 
former huſband, 
X 3 The 


E 


The time allotted paſt, I haſte away; 
Friendſhip and pleaſure importun'd my ſtay. 
The ſun declin'd ere I began my roam, 
And Henley was this night to be my home ; 
Unknown and intricate the way, a guide 25 
My friend, unaſk'd, would prudently provide. 


Ye rural gods, ye nymphs, to us unſeen, 
Clad in celeſtial blue, or vivid green, 
Why have I paſs'd ſo many ſammers o'er, 
All unacquainted with your joys before! 30 


i We might below the bending ſtreams ſurvey, 

And meadows flat, with moiſture ever gay ; 

Then, oppoſite to thoſe on which we were, 

More fields, more woods, on other hills appear, 35 
Churches, towns, villages, and noble ſeats, 

All the variety of rural ſweets ! 

5 When, looking onward, or on either hand, 

; | The eye may all that eye can reach command; 

Or if high-heaving mountains interpoſe, . 46 
The ſenſe alike delighted is with thoſe. 


Sometimes aſcending with ſlow ſteps the way, 


Now through the glady paths we journey on, 
Duſky and cool, though bright Apollo ſhone ; 
To inmoſt gloom the beck'ning nymphs invite, 
| Where at high noon is viſible the night; 45 
y When ſtorms autumnal ſmite the ſtedfaſt oak, 
| And the foundations of the hills are ſhook, 
From heav'n fires glitter, thunder rolls above, 
All here is quiet, not a leaf ſhall move. 
| When 


( 31x ) 


When Pan demands repoſe, and ſeeks to ſhun 30 
The ſcorching arrows of the mid-day ſan, 
Here is his bed, he leeps ſecurely here, 
And the nymphs whiſpers only reach his ear. 


Still paſſing on, we gain the op'ning ways, 
Where boughs leſs thick admit intruding rays, 55 
Among the branches flickering they play, 

And ſpread the glories of declining day 

On leaves and barks ; a chequer'd gold and ſhade 
By horizontal ruddy beams diſplay'd ! 

Still op'ning more, the trees no longer hide 60 
The fields, the hills, the woods on either fide. 


Now birds are mute ; but when with matin lays 
Their joys they utter, and their maker's praiſe, 
How ſhall each thicket, every bough and ſpray, 
And all who hear, rejoice and praiſe as they! 63 


Still onward moving, now outſpread is ſeen 
The carpet of an unfrequented green, 
A farm, a cottage, pigs, a horſe, a cow, 
Poultry, and yelping curs ſalute us now; 
A human form gapes on us as we paſs, 70 
What ſeems a virgin trips it o'er the graſs ; 
The harveſt drudge from field is weary come, 
Or from the market, to his wiſh'd-for home, 
Where a kind daughter, or a kinder ſpouſe, 
Prepares his ſupper and a cleanly houſe. 75 


Again we're hid in trees, again appear ; 
| Deſcending now, then riſing, on we fare. t 
| X + Thus, 
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Thus, as in life through different ſcenes we range, 


We wander onward in inceſſant change. 

And, O that life were, as this journey, ſweet! 80 
It is, if- ſenſe and wiſe religion meet ; 

Whate'er the weather, or the various way, 

The mind can brightneſs all around diſplay. 


At length the riſing moon's broad orb is ſhown, 


Silent ſhe mounts the abdicated throne, 8 
We now no more the ſun's red circle find, 


But mounting beams his chariot left behind, 
Theſe, with Diana's cooler, paler ray, 


Produce a feeble, complicated day; 


Fainter and fainter glows the weſtern ſky, 90 
Nor long will this diminiſh'd beams ſupply ; 

With ken perplex'd the landſcape now is ſeen, 
Whale fading rays mix with the fading green ; 
Mean time the moon acquires a clearer light, 

*Tis now determin'd, univerſal night. 95 


Diſmiſs our guide, who recompens'd had been, 
Refreſh' in haſte, and ſally forth again. 

Our ſervant, horſes, on that ſpot of ground, 
Supper, oats, litter, and contentment found. 100 


Henley we reach at length, enjoy our inn, l 


So ſtill, that, if it moy'd, twas as in dream, 


From the wide bridge we view the ſilent ſtream, 
Whilſt the moon _ with lazy outſtretch'd beam. 


Enough of this, again we mount the hill, 


The ſtreet too ſlept, deſert almoſt, and ſtill; 105 


Only 


(I I 
Only aloud a female voice we hear, 
Her ſpouſe had been too buſy with his beer, 
We ſtay'd not, but the high-built windmill found, 
Mounted, and view'd the moony landſcape round, 
Travers'd ſome fields, enter'd again the town, 110 
Sought ret; the buſineſs of the day was done. 


Short are my ſlumbers, nor inactive thoſe, 
Greedy of thought, my mind diſdains repoſe ; 
To quiet it I now as uſual try'd ; 
In vain! I dream'd, and dream'dTI had a bride; 115 
This maid was young, was beautiful, and kiad: 
I wak'd, I wiſh'd, but I no bride could find. 
No remedy—but now the day appear'd, 
It, purpling, ſmil'd ; rejoicing, up I rear'd. 


At Whitehurch,Thames his poverty doth mourn, 120 
His waters there confeſs a thrifty urn; | 
Not ſo at Henley; from his ample bed, 
Boaſting, he lifts his venerable head, 
Spreads forth his arms between the mounting hills, 
His flood the narrow meads and valleys fills, 125 
Though now not ſtreaming ; ſtill the waters ſtray, 


Scarce on his ſurface the cool breezes play. 5 


Waſh'd by the river is the nether end, 
The buildings thence the weſtern hill aſcend ; 
Cloſe to the ſhore I had my ſhort repoſe, 130 
Left the moon ſhining, found it when I roſe ; 
*Impatient now, and full of active thought, 
To view the riſing ſun, my cloaths I caught, 


What follows, for ſome lines, is his very picture, both 
of body and mind, | 
. | Forth 
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Forth iſſue, o'er the bridge, and up the ſteep 

With eager tread, and ſcarce forbore to leap. 135 
Through fields of hops, and chalky barren ground, 
The unknown path I ſought, at length I found; 
Hard the aſcent, but on I won my way, 

Full well I knew no rifing ſun would ſtay. 

Higher and higher yet I onward go, 140 
Oft turn to view the moonlight vale below; 

On op'ning flowers, and on green herbage lies 
Freſh dew, which, ſteaming, now attempts to riſe, 
The day comes on, the moon's pale honours fade, 
While on the miſty clouds new brightneſs play'd ; 145 
*Tis thou, great ſun! thy chariot-wheels are nigh : 


Forthwith the blazing orb ſalutes my eye; 


The eaſtern proſpe& yet could not be ſeen, 
Hills beyond hills ſucceſſive roſe between. 
On that I ſcal'd is worn an ample road, 150 
Aloft, on either ſide, trees ſpreading ſtood, 

Theſe form an aperture of narrow ſpace, 

This the ſun fill'd with his refulgent face. 

Some minutes ſince he roſe; I, after, found, 
Riſing, his front with clouds was kerchief d round. 155 
Let not the undiſcerning think it ſtrange, 


If my experienc'd eye foreſaw a change; 


And ſuch was the event. 'To-day is fair; 

To- day, and not to-morrow, is my care. 

Thus thinking, I enjoy'd the preſent good; 160 
Happy were all, if thus they ever cou'd ! 


Secur'd by artificial ſhade, I dar'd 
Preſs forward where the awful blaze appear'd ; 


Then, 


( 315 ) 


Then, turning back, I ſaw, now gilded o'er, 

The tops of hills oppos'd, obſcur'd before; 163 
Over the town a canopy was ſpread 

Of ſunny beams, itlelf as yet in ſhade, 

»Till ſtrengthen'd more, directed more oblique, 

They upper, middle, nether buildings ſtrike; 

But ſtill the ſun and moon their rule divide, 170 
This holds the orient, that the gloomy ſide; 
Cynthia, unheeded, ſtole herſelf away, 

And now Apollo claims the total day. 


Here, there, all round, I caſt my raviſh'd eye, 
Noting the changes of the earth and ſky; 175 
Surpris'd I ſaw, where late the golden rays 
Shot from aloft intolerable blaze, 

Now milder brightneſs ſhines ; ſo white, ſo clear, 
As if unſtain'd by any atmoſphere ; | 
Silver to this would but as droſs appear! 180 
*T was liquid pearl, but liquid pearl refin'd, 

As if for ſome celeſtial bride delign'd ; 

Deck'd with ſuch robes as this are virgins ſeen 

In heaven, though far more beautiful within. 

With golden harps, and heavenly voices ſweet, 18; 
They hymning dance the ſmiling ſpouſe to meet. 
Such robe as this the pure in heart ſhall have, 
Eſcap'd the world, triumphant o'er the grave; 
Though here with wrongs and cenſure ſore oppreſt, 


All now 1s ſafe in everlaſting reſt. 190 


Such robe as this, O man ſincere! ev'n thou, 
In God's indulgent eye, art deck'd with now. 


Thus 
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Thus meditating, I purſu'd my way, 
And fancy'd I rejoic'd almoſt as they. 
May 1 poſſeſs a mind ſo calm, fo pure, 195 
A joy ſo keen, a recompence ſo ſure! 


But other thoughts return upon my mind, 
The hills of Henley muſt be left behind; 

I now muſt trace the long-extended plain, 
And feel the world's i impertinence again, 200 
Yet dear-lov'd home with honeſt charms invites, 
Home ever furniſhes its own delights. 

*Tis time to mount, all's ready at the gate, 

And haughty Vindſor doth my coming wait. 

We paſs the bridge; my horſe now clambers o'er 20 
The hills my ſlipper'd feet had climb'd before. 
Where madding Cæſar paſs'd the Thames I ſaw ; 

The will of Cæſar now no more is law. 

By Bray I rode. © name for ever lov'd ! 

*She bore it whom my heart and heaven approv'd; 210 
Celeſtial roads ſhe long hath trod; yes, ſhe 

Hath angel friends, delighted once with me. 

Long either ſhar'd the other's joy and pain, 

*T will be all joy when we ſhall meet again. 


At noon I coolly to fair Vind/or came, 215 
Windſor hath yet a caſtle and a name, 
But now no courtly flatterers are here, 
No monarchs view'd with hatred, love, or fear, 
For int'reſt idolis'd, while yet the heart | 
Is unconcern'd, or acts a viler part. 1 


My dear father lived in the utmoſt harmony and hap- 
pineſs with my dear mother upwards of 33 years, when ſhe 
died, 1725. | 

I ſaw 


C Jap; 3 


I ſaw where conquerors commanding ſat, 

Where captive kings retain'd an awkward ſtate 
The victor, now, and vanquiſh'd, lie in peace, 
Alike are earth; their crimes and follies ceaſe. 
Right reverend Fleetwood now no more I ſee, 225 
Fleetwood, my friend |! there“ did I viſit thee. 

In yon” fair chambers once thy dwelling was, 
There we rejoic'd to ſee each other's face ; 

Though years are paſt, thee I remember ſtill, 

With tend'reſt ſentiment, and ever will; 239 
You to mankind ſpread kindneſs, ever due! 

Few were diſtinguiſh'd, I among the few. 


N 7 * — © a" of "= r 4 6 1 — " 2 
* n "oh N N > n e - . tes ö 
* < pg FTI * 3 8 „ nn WEE 1 1 1 * 4 4 
„ r 907. 4 Ce a — — — — — as Pry o Hang - 
, * — W — — — « 4  —_— 0 =? 2 wi 
- 2 2 1 war * of 2 * 
4 þ 1 Fa wo LEY L 
** 2 — — 0 » gi * c — 
2121: , 
© - "2" . - * S 3 
92 — x _ a — 4 
k 6 — — — + — = — 
9 3 — - — ; 42 1 8 
SIX Ss " * „ N 1 a 


& 1 
ibn > 
s 4 7 * © 5 _— 
— — V nn oy Pubs 2 WE nr I ATA bj 4 — Tra — pn acer — 
wy a Py 7 1 _ „ * 2 8 * o 


Jon 
SPE RIET 


g 


9 


1 
bY * 


Viadſor, farewell, and all thy age hath ſhown; 
Chear'd with thy proſpects, all I ſee's my own! 
Again farewell ! Now Hampton Court's my aim, 235 
Dining at Staines, to Hampton Court I came. 

My ſon, my other ſelf, accompany'd, 

With him I joy to ſit, to walk, to ride; 

Whether at home, or on the various way, 
He rules, intending only to obey ; 240 
Delights, inſtructs me how to think and ſee, 
Whilſt he alike is pleas'd and taught by me. 
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Approaching Hampton Court, what thoughts aroſe! 
There Raphae/ paintings more chan nature I : 
A. 
* Dr. Fleetwood was made canon of Windſor by King 
William a little before his death, in 1701. 


7 Hic ille oft Raphael, timuit quo Joſpite vinci 
Rerum magna parent, et moriente mari. 
Card. Bembo. 
(lt is needleſs to add, that the author here means 5 | 
Cartoons, now removed to the Queen's Palace.) 
N | | hither 
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Thither how oft, with yearly joy, I came, 245 


With whom, long dead! my muſe ſtill weeps to name. 


What noiſe! what hurry ! royalty is there; 

The proud ſeem humble, and the vulgar ſtare ; 
Here armed bands in warlike order ſtand, 

And yet the turtle's voice is in the land, 250 
In princes courts foul luxury we find, 

Flatt'ring the tongue, and inſincere the mind! 
The great there learn, like ſlaves, to condeſcend, 
And ſpurn'd, to fpurn as hatefully intend, 
Whiſp'ring my horſe, I haſtily paſs by, 255 
Laugh at myſelf, that I was caught fo nigh ; 

But 'twas my road. Along the river's fide 

We, meditating tea and King /ton, ride. 


' Thither we came. Refreſh'd, to Putney trot, 


Nor there was Cbe/e/den, our friend, forgot. 260 
Whoever ſhall the bridge at Patxey ſee, 

A toll of grateful praiſe ſhall pay to thee, 

Admire thy ſkill, unpractis'd in the art, 

For thou to nobler uſe created wert ; 

To free mankind from the ſevereſt pains, 265 
The patient yet not murmurs nor complains; 
With gentleſt hand thou doſt to eaſe reſtore, 

Juſt to the rich, and gen'rous to the poor. 


Though palaces the banks of Thames adorn, 
The nymphs too oft their ſcanty waters mourn ; 270 
Tow'd veſſels, lab'ring, flowly win their way, 

And, interrupted oft, their ſtores convey ; 
Now the full ſtream, proud in her wealth Cappear, 
Widens her banks, is more frequented here; 


Here, 
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Here, and beyond, tides regularly low, 275 
And plenty bear along where'er they go ; 

With people now his ſtructur'd ſhores abound, 
His view with London's matchleſs glory crown'd, 
Fleets beyond fleets amaze the raviſh'd eye, 


State, commerce, power, wealth, pride, and luxury ! 
| 280 
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From Fulham we to Chel/ea haſten on, 
Chelſea, where *Riley's tender pencil ſhone ; 
He knew my well-meant duty to approve, 
And condeſcended me a youth to love, 
Though forty winters ſince have paſs'd away, 285 
My love and gratitude find no l | 
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Palmer, excuſe me, I 1 pal. thy gate, 
Nor ſtay to mourn with thee thy widow'd ſtate; 
But faith, religion, and philoſophy, 
Learning, and wit, conſpire to comfort thee, 290 
Aſſiſt thou me, who ſtill my loſs deplore, 
Though I the briny road ſail'd long before, 
My feeble virtue can but ill ſuſtain | 
The wound, it bleeds afreſh from every vein ; 


“One of the beſt native painters that has flouriſhed im 
England, whoſe talents, while living, were obſcured by 
the fame, rather than by the merit, of Kneller, and de- 
preſſed fince by being confounded with Lely, an honour - 
unlucky to his reputation. He was humble, modeſt, and 
of an amiable character, had the greateſt diffidence of him- 
ſelf, and was eaſily diſguſted with his own works. Wal- 
pole: * Anecdotes of Painting,” iii, 123. ] 


Irrepa- 


{( 320 ) 


Irreparable loſs! ſome cordial yet 295 
I can from love No -I from friendſhip get; 
Friendſhip in hearts, reciprocally join'd, 

Is more than love, is nobler, more reſin'd. 


But Keightſoridge now appears; 'tis paſt, my courſe 


Is ended; unfatigu'd I quit my horſe; $00 


Me home receives; I there rejoice to ſee 

Children, who, guiltleſs, joy to welcome me. 

I aſk their ſtory, they obſequious tell,; 

I mine; the journey pleas'd, and all is well, 

They to their ſupper ; I {o them intreat, © 305 
And I, but rarely I, a ſupper eat, | 
Canary'd milk and bread is all my meat, 


Now to my room and ſolitary chair 

I haſte, and all my foul is buſy'd there; | 

There night and mora I meditate and read, 310 

Review my thoughts, and every word and deed; 

My hopes and fears, my joys and grieſs renew'd, 

My pafſions are encourag'd, or ſubdu'd; 

The pleaſing ſcenes of my palt life again 

I there enjoy, and triumph o'er the pain, 315 5 
But fooliſhly ſometimes regret the good in vain. 

To cultivate benevolence I try; 
Never forgive—you ſtart; Þ'11 tell you why; | 
5 Impoſſible; no enemies have I; 


®* This puts me in mind of the Gaſcon : 
Quand je me fache, je tue tout le monde 
Feſpere que _ ear ne ſe fache ſouvent. 


Jamais. 


Or 


1 : 

Or none I know; if any ſuch appear, 320 
Their crimes, their names, ſhall be forgotten here, 
Nor ſhall things ſeeming ill as ſach be thought, 
*Till I have evidence the heart is naught. | 
_ Whilſt love remains, whilſt innocent the mind, 

Howe'er the fact may ſeem, I'll think it kind, 325 
Let thoſe who love me, and deſire my love, 
Labour, like me, the paſſion to improve; 
Let them be juſt, let them indulgent be, 
But let them never hope to love like me. 


And to this chair, plac'd in this widow'd room, 
The muſe, invited, will not fail to come; 331 
*Twas for the muſe deſign'd; a ſtill retreat, 

Sacred as Sion, as Parnaſſus ſweet. 

As here I ſit, and caſt my eyes around, 

The hiſtory of my paſt life is found; 335 
The dear reſemblances of thoſe, whoſe names 
Nouriſh and brighten more the pureſt flames. 

And, Wallis ! here I thus record thy love, 

For ſo thy virtue, and thy friendſhip, move; 

Here ſhalt thou be remember'd with my friends, 340 
Whitchurch and thou, and thus my journey ends. 


Written Aug. 11, 1731. 
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Journer 10 Bark, Sept. 3» 4» and 5 1731. 


Tov EDñwaRD HaisTWELL, Ei. 


£ g 
Aw can ſt thou, Haiſtwwell, ſo adorn'd thy mind, 
So juſt a critic, modeſt yet and kind, | 
Can'ſt thou to words inaccurate attend ? 
Thou can'ſt ; thou bad'ſt me write, and I'm a friend. 
When I am honoar'd with commands like thoſe, 5 
I am too vain to condeſcend to proſe. 
Beſides, I, cunningly, in verſe would write, 
That, if the ſenſe pleas'd not, the numbers might; 
In painting, the beſt connoiſſeurs are caught 
With colouring, though all the reſt is naught. 10 
Indulgent be thine eye, for all I ſay 
Hath this deſign, to pleaſe and to obey. 


Doubtful the weather, though appearing fair, 

My eye judicious view'd the ſky with care. 

When I for pleaſure journey forth, I hate 15 
Black, ſpotty clouds, deteſting to be wet; 

'Thoſe chas'd away, more blue in heaven appear'd, 
My hopes increas'd, and all around was chear'd. 
Joyous I trotted on, and many a mile | 
To laugh the landſcape ſeem'd, the air to ſmile. 20 
At length the diſtant evening welkin frown'd, 

The clouds were darken'd, and the lands were drown'd; 
Thoſe hills by me late trod with joy, and ſeen 
Adorn'd with ſunny beams and native green, 

| | Hills, 


( 323 ) 


Hills, whence ſo rich, ſo lovely views were ſhown, 25 
Yet not more rich, more lovely, than their o wn; 
Unleſs the river, which mæänd'ring ſtream'd 
Among the meadows, be more lovely deem'd. 
Tis but one- month ſince there I boaſting rang'd ; 
The year is older, and the ſeaſon chang'd; 30 
Thoſe hills, ev'n thoſe, now black and moiſt appear, 
No beauty thence is ſeen, no beauty there. 

But, where I travell'd, an indulgent ſky 


Shone bright; alas! the threat'ning ſtorm was nigh. 


What grave reflections may ariſe from hence, 35 
What tracings of the ways of Providence! 

Better than mine thoſe, Hai well, thou can't make. 
I, muſing, on my way to Reading take, 

From thence to Newbury how fair the way ! 


My heart how pleas'd, my countenance how gay! 40 


Only I wiſh'd I had not been alone; 
I know you ſmile, and ſay, ** He means his ſon?” | 


By your advice from Newbury I rode, 
And ground twice drench'd with blood of Britons trod; 


*Twas an excurſion, dinner muſt be had, 45 

*Till cel and craw-fiſh ready were I ſtay d. 

'The ruins of a caftle here I ſee ; | 
May all ſuch caftles ever ruin'd be, | 

The ſeats, the inſtruments of tyranny ! 


With indignation I thoſe bulwarks ſaw, 50 


Where arbitrary will oppos'd the law. 
Around, an honeſt people hoſtile ſtood, 
Nor idly ; what their cauſe ? their country's good. 


® See © Journey from Whitchurch,” Aug. 7, 8, 1731. 
13 They 
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They drove oppreſſion to a diſtant place, 

But bled too largely to purſue the chace. 55 
»Wretched the man who dares not chuſe a grave, 
Rather than be a beggar and a ſlave ! 

A dog! who not diſdains to be the tool 

Of a proud raſcal, or a high - born fool. 


Now gloomy dull, now as abſurdly gay; 

What were thoſe thoughts 'tis not for me to ſay, 
Lend me your ear, my friend; *twas my intent 
To be a rake—or ſo—but innocent. 


With various thoughts I proſecute my way, 60 


Mean time the heavens far other ſcenes prepare, 65 
Winds puſh the heavy clouds along the air, 
Swiftly they move, they ſpread, and dark come on, 
Drizzling begin, then pour impetuous down. 
Foreſeeing this, I ſudden ſtop my courſe, 

And to a ſpreading tree direct my horſe; 570 
Call for my coat, regardleſs of the way, 

And he belike thought only to obey ; 

Rough was the ground, he trips, I quickly knew 
Down he mult fall, and I muſt tumble too. 

When he ſtoops low, I uſually remain 75 
Fix'd in my ſeat, and ſpur him up again; | 
And now I only could my judgment truſt, 

To ſpread myſelf with ſafety on the duſt. 


® Quid queri, Labiene, jubes ? an liber in armis, 
| Occubuiſſe velim putius quam regna videre ? 
| Lucan, IX. 
My 


( 325 ) 


My friend, you're frighted ; you have leave to laugh, 
My horſe and I came down, but both were ſafe. 80 
He roſe, I mounted, fled, hous'd ; ſhort our ſtay, 
The ſtorm paſs'd over, we purſu'd our way, 
And ſtill purſu'd it, preſſing on amain, 
IT bade defiance to more wind and rain; 
It came; and now no ſhelter could be had, 8 
I had been more tormented had I ſtay'd; | 
On to proceed is ſtill an eaſter evil, 
To ſaunter jn an ale-houſe is the devil! 
Impetuous minds have their advantage — true, 
I grant that we have our vexations too. 90 
. . 

Of the firſt onſet I not much complain'd, 
But more it blew, and more and more it rain'd ; 
Full in my face both. unrelenting drove, 
My horſe too plagu'd me, he was loth to move. 
% Old as you are, I older am than you, | 95 
What reaſon will not, whip and ſpur muſt do;” 
Not ſo impetuous as I was, was he, 
Nor ſo deſir'd at Marlborough to be; 
Bravely I bore the water and the air, 
Maiatain'd the foreign and domeſtic war. 100 


f 


Ills are a part of life, like good; the art 

Is, wiſely to behave in either part; 

One to improve, of t'other to beware, 

With patience unavoidables to bear. | 
Ills, well ſuſtain'd, or prudently withſtood, 105 
Will change their nature, evil thus is good. 


1 | The 


( Jg86 } 


The clouds began to break, to ceaſe the rain, 
Ii to rejoice—the ſtorm came on again; 
Again I bore it, remedy was none, 

Pelted with rain, and wind, I muſt go on. 110 
No niggard drops oblique, like fleecy ſnow, 
But heavy cataracts black clouds beſtow, | 
My face I cover'd with my bonnet's brim, 

The wind from thence drove on my breaſt the ſtream ; 
That not ſucceeding, I expos'd my face, 115 
Better wet there, than in a nobler place. 

Happy for me that I was water- proof, 

Face, boſom, downwards, all had now enough. 
now no nymphs perceiv'd, nor wanton fawns, 
Peeping from plades, or friſking on the lawns ; 120 
No fubby loves with painted pinions riſe, 

And ſkim along, or flutter in the ſkies,” 

Or ride on gilded clouds; I ſaw, heaven knows, 

I felt, I thought, and hurry'd on, in pres! 


Again the ſtorm was laid, the ſkies were clear'd, 123 
And the departing dabbled ſun appear'd ; 
And now its beams plagu'd me as much, or more, 
Than wind and rain had harraſs'd me before. 
How can that be? ſay you. Sir, thus it was, 
His level rays ſhot full into my face, 130 
Malicious tyrant ! though you now are proud, 
You late were humble, priſon d in a cloud; 
You then, at leaſt, avoided all offence, 
Though now you teaſe me with your inſolence. 


* See © Journey from Whitchurch” again, 
Men, 


r 


Men, in proſperity, we often find 125 

Cruel, who in adverſity were kind, 

*Are theſe the beams which riſing gaily ſhone 

On Henley's hills, and canopy'd the town, 

When I, exulting, late from Whitchurch came? 

It is that ſun, the beams are not the ſame. 140 

So, when a man, adorn'd by virtue's rays, | 

Goes nobly on, accumulating praiſe, 

But fails, grows baſe, unjuſt, impure; the mind, 

Though ſeeming bright, eſſentially is blind, 

And ſuch the change, could Haiftxwell prove un- 
kind! 145 

Another ſimile be pleas'd to take, 

The weather fine, your friend would be a rake ; 

Wet to the ſkin, no more of that you hear, 

He's now a ſober, ſage philoſopher, 


At length I Mar/#'rough reach, take proper care 150 
To keep this aged body in repair; 
Provide for bed, but being full of thought, 
I, muſing, ſcribbling, ſat *till this I wrote, 


Early I mounted, dreaded ſtill the rain, 
Puſh'd on, defying wind and wet again ; 155 
Reſolving theſe to hazard; juſtly I | 
Had both conjectur'd, by the evening ſky ; 
A melancholy, purple, milty air, 
And the moon's feeble beams expiring there; 
Her face a wan, a creamy viſor wore, 160 
Dropping with wet, and indicating more. 


gee © Journey from Whitchurch," v. 142, &e. 
Y 2 Mar 2 
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- Marl#t'rough, adieu! that celebrated name 
Brings to my mind the youngeſt ſon of fame; 
The hero, who this glorious title won, 

Superior is to all ; he ſtands alone, 165 
Foremoſt is he, the reſt a glorious crew ! | 

He ever march'd ſubduing to fubdue : 

Knew no defeat; a warring angel ſo, 

By God commanded, would to battle go. 


The downs Lenter'd; vaſt expanſe of hills, 170 
Which, like the ocean-waves, the proſpect fills; 
Hills upon hills their naked backs uprear, 

Nor field, nor hedge, nor tree, nor ſhrub, appear, 
But ſcatter'd rocks; chiefly the hills between, 

The Wethers Grey“ (ſo they are call'd) are ſeen. 175 
Surely this land by giants was poſſeſt, 

Theſe hills who notes will think it ſo at leaſt; 
Suppoſing this the caſe, the point is clear, 

They fought a battle, rocks their weapons, here. 
There is a village + in this barren place, 180 
Directly in the road I was to paſs, 

For various reaſons thitherward I haſte 

O how deliciouſly did breakfaſt taſte! 

Soon twas devour'd, and that great buſineſs done, 

I call my man, impatient to be gone. 185 
Saddling my beaſt—I have a ſcrap of time, 

Let me diſcuſs a weighty point in rhyme; 


* When I wrote this, I knew not that it was the com- 
mon notion concerning the Grey Wethers. 
t Abury. 
A theo- 


, (£339 }) 


A theologic point! I pray, attend, 

I know I give my ſecret to a friend. 

The point is this—Tom enters now the room, 190 
“The horſes ready ſtand, all's paid“ -I come, 


A Celtic ruin I muſt ſtay to ſee; 

What ſignifies that clumſy race to me? 

But *twas a temple, ſo hath Szukeley ſhown ; 
Have we not better temples of our own ? 195 
I ſaw it, and am ſatisfy'd ' twas ſtone. 


Again my foot the ſtirrup haſtes to ſeize, 
The ſky is clear, and I proceed at eaſe. 
We now the downs deſcend ; a depth below, 
Earth ſtretches out a lovely ſcene to ſhow. 200 
Dropp'd from the clouds I enter Sand- lane, 
There ſtop, for now tis time to bait again, 
Not dine, that pleaſure I for Bath reſerve ; 
Stay here ſo long! no, rather I will ſtarve. 
Various the way henceforth I journey on, 205 
Such as near London commonly is gone; 
From thence to Bath through wood or thicket none. 


But near my journey's end a nobler view 
Appears, ſurpriſing and delightful too. 

The day was bright, tho' frequent clouds, I found, 210 
Scatter'd their watry ſubſtance all around ; 

They reach not me, but, or remote or nigh, 

Gave the broad proſpect ſweet variety. 

Hills behind hills ſucceſſively aroſe, 

And hills on hills are oppoſite to thoſe; 213 
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Not unreſembling fome dramatic ſcene, 

Only na ſtage was interpos'd between. 

Unſightly, naked were the mountains? No, 

Their vaſtneſs, heaving up encloſures, ſhow | 
What the laborious huſbandman can do. 220 
Nor wants a river; O how lovely fair 

Thy works, O art! thy works, O nature! are. 
Here both conſpire to fill and pleaſe the eye; 

And here conceal'd Bath's riſing turrets lie. 

Still I mov'd on, till hop'd to ſee the place; 225 
So wiſh'd my horſe, but would not mend his pace! 
Slowly we mov'd, nor I my horſe could blame, 
Had I been he, I ſhould have done the ſame ; 

The wet had ſpoil'd the road; oft flipp'ry now, 
And oft we drag through water or a ſlough, 230 
I at my horſe, my horſe at me, did ſcold ; 

Both fretful are ; poor creatures, we are old! 

The city—there it is! tis enter'd, trac'd, 

Soon II and my ſmall family are plac'd. 
Thanks to thy care, and thy auſpicious name, 235 
I was at home the moment that I came. 

So ſhall he fare whomever Hai/tzwell ſends, 
Wherever he hath been, that name hath friends, 


Refreſh'd, I ſoon the public places view'd, 

And ſeem'd to all the beaus and belles a prude. 240 
Excuſe me, gentlemen and ladies, I | 
Will with the cuſtoms of the place comply; 

Will infignificant or idle be, 
And know the ſweets of gay ſociety. 244 
Will prate, and laugh, drink water, rake, and pray, 
And all the reſt, but dreſs, dance, wench, and play. 


LETTER 
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Lzrrzx FROM BaTH. To 


Brrors I applied myſelf to try what beneſit 
might be obtained from the waters, and dry-pump- 
ing (as they call it) at Bath, I was adviſed, as I 
had intended, to make wy excurſion to Briftol. 


Beſides that the way by 120 was rough and tony, 
it was otherwiſe unpleaſant; no delightful views, or 
very few, and thoſe not remarkably ſo ; and, as one 
comes near the city, there are ſeveral coal-pits; the 
earth black- thereabout, I obſerved a great variety 
in the ſoil; particularly a red, or rather orange- 
coloured earth, which gave the puddles of water 
the ſame tin, 


When I entered Briſtol, that dirty, buſy, trading 
city had the ſame effect upon me as a wet blanket 
applied to a chimney on fire; my poetic flame was 
extinguiſhed on a ſudden. You muſt therefore ex- 
pe& what I thought of whilſt I was there, to be told 
in dull proſe. There does indeed appear a com- 
mendable induſtry ; and, in ſome parts, the reward 
of it. There are two fine ſquares, and ſome hand- 
ſome buildings, but the many chimneys of the glaſs- 
houſes, vaſtly large and clumſy, together with the 
abundance of ſmoke, give the whole a diſagreeable 


appearance at a diſtance, as the generality of the 
houſes, 
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houſes, and narrow and naſty ſtreets, or alleys, do 
when one is in it. . 


I happened to be there when it was rainy weather 
and dead low water. The river (Avon) is very 
deep; I think they told me, it was fifty feet from 
the bottom to where the water is at its height. I 
ſaw it when, if the mud would bear one's weight, 
one might have gone over it on foot in ſome places, 
and all the banks (which are ſloping) appeared to 
be deep mud. The bridge has houſes on it, as at 
London, but there is no compariſon, as to its breadth, 
I aſked leave, and entered a room looking out upon 
the river; the ſtreet (bad as it is) is abundantly 
more pleaſant ; nor is it much better when it is 
high water, for this is of a confounded dirty hue. 


I was ſurpriſed to ſee ſuch a rich and trading city 
without an Exchange; there is a little ſort of a por- 
tico, in which is a coffee-houſe, and a ſhop or two; 
but the merchantss were all cloaked becauſe of the 
rain, for the portico could ſhelter but a few, and 
they were up to the ancles almoſt in dirt. It is a 
hive of bees! All are employed ; London ſeems an 
idle place to it ; people and goods are hurrying to 
and fro, eſpecially on the quay, on both ſides the 
river, which, here, is crowded with ſhipping. There 
is a ſort of fledges perpetually, and every where, 
lumbering about, which may be very proper and 
ſerviceable, but exceedingly troubleſome to paſſen- 
gers. 
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gers. It is well there are but few coaches ; none 
ſuch as we call hacks, 


After all, theſe folks are not deſtitute of curioſity ; 
that afternoon I came there, the judge was expected, 
and the ſheriff went to meet him, Streets, windows, 
&c. were crowded ; no matter for the rain. Many 
women, as well as ſome men, ſtood that; a fight 
was to be ſeen, as great there as my Lord Mayor's 
ſhow at London. Compariſon is all, nothing is great 
or little in itſelf, | 


I hired a coach to the Wells; a ſmall diſtance 
from the city ; I went thither in the afternoon ; the 
ſeaſon was over, and they were buſy in bottling up 
the waters, to ſend to London, &c. | ſaw the Long 
Room, it is noble and beautiful; about thirty-two 


of my paces by thirteen or fourteen ; a proportion- 
able height. | | 


As you approach the Vn (where there is a 
fine proſpect) the vaſt high rocks are very ſurpriſing; 
they were ſo to me, who had not been acquainted 
with ſuch; they are, as I remember, moſtly of a 
reddiſh ſtone ; methought my eyes felt they were 
harder than marble; in ſome places the vaſt ſtones 
lay as if they had anciently been piled one upon 
another, like monſtrous, ſquare, miſhapen cheeſes, 
and tumbled down by an earthquake, lying long- 
fade, and in beautiful diſorder, 


I hired 


= 


J hired a chariot to carry me next day upon the 
downs. Though I could do nothing in verſe while 
TI was in the city, I found the ſpirit of poetry began 
to kindle again under a better ſky, and wrote theſe 
four lines, which I then intended for , part of a let- 
ter in verſe : | 


Briftol, your pardon ! Sir, when I was there, 
No heaven had ſhe, but water was her air ;* 
Her water earth; earth ſtone ; and ſooty coal 
Her fire; the love of money is her ſoul. 


The downs are delightful to thoſe who love proſ- 
pects, as I have ever done; but from the hill, juſt 
on this fide, and above Mr. Southwell's houſe, 
(King's Neſton) is one of the fineſt that can be ſeen, 
or would be ſo, if the Severn, which makes a con- 
fiderable part of it, were not of ſuch a dirty com- 
plexion.' There you ſee where her urn pours a flood 
into the lap of old ocean; a flood, conſiſting not 
only of her own waters, but thoſe which the Avon, 
not far off, commits to her to be, and are, faith- 
fully, delivered; but they receive their treaſure 
back again, with rich profit, in plentiful tides, 
Beyond the Severn, appear the mountains of Wales, 
which you ſee one behind another ; and thoſe, and 
the river, are ſtretched out in latitude, till the eye 
is almoſt tired with the purſuit. All on this fide 
the river, till you come back to the hills on which 
you ſtand, which ſeems to be about two or three 


* 


® It rained moſt of the time, 1 
| miles, 
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ü miles, is a flat, and all encloſed, cultivated grounds. 
I drew the proſpect. 


In my return I ſaw St. Vincent's Rock, where the 
Wells ate ; and, had there been a man of war in the 
river, one might have looked down upon the top 
of her main-maſt. The river here (the Avon paſles 
between high, craggy rocks, As I ſtood near the 
precipice, the very imagination only of a fall thence 
made my bones and my fleſh ſeem to be mixed to- 
gether in one bloody maſh, I took care to ſtand 
ſafe and firm; the wind blew ſtiff and bleak. I 
took a ſlight ſketch, and away. There dwells hor- 
ror grinning. I returned that afternoon to Bath, 


Bath is to be conſidered in a threefold view: 


1. As a city; ; 
2. On account of its medicinal waters; And 
3. As a place of polite diverſion. 


1. Whoever hath not ſeen Bath within theſe three 
or four years, doth not know it. By the accounts 
I had of it, I expected ſomething very different from 
what I found; even its ſituation is altered; for, 
as its buildings are ſpread, and upon ground a 
little riſing above the hole in which the old city 
lay, it is not ſo much in a bottom as it was; nor 
indeed was it ever ſuch a fink as has been repre- 
ſented. It is not ſurrounded by hills; there are in- 
deed ſuch as are higher than the tower of the ca- 
thedral ; Beathen Cliff, Lan/down, and Clerkendown, 

| on 


4 


on its ſouth, north, and eaſt. But between theſe 
two laſt is an aperture ; and, to the weſt, it 1s en- 
tirely open, ſo that the air has a free paſſage. 
Though, no doubt, what with the hills and the 
ſteams of the baths, which are continually viſible, 
it muſt be very hot, whea the weather is, elſewhere, 
ſomething more than moderately ſo. But then, on 
the other hand, is it not warmer in the winter, for 
the ſame reaſons? And are we not more concerned, 
in our climate, to be ſheltered from cold than heat? 


Ere the new buildings, which have been lately 
added, and which are of ſtone, were erected, the 
city had but an indifferent appearance, and from 
thence, poſſibly, ſeemed to be more a fink than it 
really was, Imagination has a great ſhare in our 
opinions, even thoſe which we think are the work 
of our ſenſes; I made uſe of it the contrary way ; 
I demoliſhed all the new works, and pictured to my 
mind, how Bath appeared then; and by comparing 
what it was, with what it not only is, but will ſoon 
be, (which I alſo imagined) I liked it better than 
perhaps it may deſerve ſeven years hence ; but I was 
in good-humour with the place. 


I did not ſo particularly remark the additional 
buildings as to give a liſt of them ; nor ſhould, if 
T had. I ſhall only ſay, that on the weſt ſide there 
are many beautiful houſes finiſhed; a ſmall ſquare 
has been built by the Duke of Chandos, and named 
accordingly, He has reſerved one houſe for him- 
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1 
ſelf. A new ſtreet is running out that way; hand- 
ſome buildings, a fine wharf making on the river- 
fide, near the bridge. On the eaſt is a grove; this 
looks towards the river on that fide, and thence over 
Clerkendown; it is now almoſt a ſquare. That called 
Harriſon's Room is as ſoon as you go out of the 
grove, at the ſouth-eaſt corner; oppoſite to that 


room, and fo all along the right fide of that way, 


is a fine range of buildings, and at the farther end 
another long room, called Mrs. Lind/cy's Room, be- 


ing rented by her. I was told ſhe pays 200l. a 


year, Her fiſter, who now has that which was 
called Harriſon's Room, or rather Lord ——'s, 


who is her huſband, rents that at zool. a year, on 


account of the walks, the ſubſcription for the liberty 
of theſe being eſtimated at three. 


There lives a fellow at the end of Harriſon's 
walks, who has a tongue of ground, which, if 
built upon, would in a manner ſpoil them; he 
pretended to go to work, and was bought off for 
zol. a year. He has the uſe of the ground ne- 
vertheleſs, only muſt not build, which probably he 
never really intended, The grove is the worſt that 
ever had that name ſurely; the trees are as un- 
ſightly as ever I ſaw, that had any branches at 
all, and the fine proſpect it had, is now almoſt 
taken away ; handſome houſes are indeed in the 


place. 
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The great revolution I have mentioned, with 
relation to the n in the city, is owing to 
one man, Mr. Ker. | 


- His heginoing was mean ; he advanced into a 
ſmall place inthe poſt. office, and there formed a pro- 
ject for conveying letters in by- roads, which proved 
very advantageous, and conſiderably ſo to himſelf, as 
was very fit. The ſtone quarry, on the hill, about 
half a mile above the city, on the ſouth fide, was 
known long fince. He contrived to make it of more 
extenſive uſe, by making an eaſy paſſage to the wa- 
tter-ſide, and the Juen being made navigable, the 

carriage to Briſtol, and ſo by ſea, would be eaſy, 
and of a little charge, that the ſtone might be af - 
forded at a reaſonable price. He purchaſed the 
quarry, and the neceſſary land about it, and ob- 

_ tained an act of parliament for making the river 
ſerve his purpoſe, I was told, the road, from by 
* to the water · ſide, coſt him 12, oool. 


. great genius, one Padmore, originally a 
poor miller, but a mathematician by nature, and 
now an excellent engineer and mechanic, has been 
of great uſe in contriving and executing theſe works, 
Mr, Allen is now going to build a ſort of a little vil- 
lage, for thoſe employed in and about the quarry ; 
it is a double row of houſes; trees to be between on 
each fide the ftreet ; it is on the top of a hill; fine 
air and proſpect. There alſo is the ſtabling for his 
horſes; and he has the draughts for a noble ſeat 
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for himſelf, on the fide of the hill towards Bath; 
the houſe is to be 130 feet in front, a chapel at the 
end, It will be well watered, ſeveral good ſprings 
being near, There is a pretty walk in a ſort of a 
little wood or grove, near his intended houſe, which 
ſeems to terminate in the road leading from Bath up 
to Lan/down, and on the top of which road he pro- 
poſes ſome building, as it were to make that viſta 
his own, But as you come toward the end of this 
walk, you ſee the city of Bath below you; it 1s 
thrown into his proſpe& unexpectedly, which was 
thought ſufficiently fine before. But there is a pro- 
ſpe& of this from a hill ſtill higher, which goes as 
far as the eye can reach; the laſt of it are the moun- 
tains of }/ales, the Severn, and the ſea, And there, 
at one view, appear Briſtol and Bath, the buſieſt 
and idleſt cities in England, | 


I was ſurpriſed to find the cathedral ſo ill ſerved 
no chanting, no anthems; and all the parts of di- 
vine ſervice performed by one only, when I was 
there, There are few monuments good for any 
thing, moſt of them very contemptible ; the archi- 
tecture in general very indifferent; but the weſt end, 
and which is the moſt in view, is very odd ; over 
the great door is a vaſtly large window; on the ſides 
of the door are apoſtolic figures, bad enough ; and 
over theſe, quite to the- top, what any one would 
think, and I believe is uſually ſaid to be, Jacob's 
Ladder, for there are ladders, and angels aſcending 
and deſcending, cut in bas-relief, This is not Ja- 
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eob's dream, but one of his at whoſe charge it was 
built, in the time of Henry VII. 


There is not a beautiful ſtreet in all the eity, 
which is indeed a very ſmall one; in half an hour 
one might ſaunter athwart it, in the wideſt part 
within the walls ; the ſuburbs, as yet, make no 
great alteration in that reſpect. 


I was ſomewhat ſurpriſed to find ſo few conſider- 
able ſhops at Bath. The reaſon doubtleſs is, that 
people of condition come thither furniſhed, and 
Briſtol is near. There is plenty of proviſions, good, 
and well-dreſſed. Aſſiſtance is always at hand from 
phyſic and ſurgery. I fancy there are but few law- 
yers or divines ; not that I think there is a want of 
them neither; what come occaſionally I am not 
ſpeaking of ; they are as gentlemen and friends, 
The people in general, by converſing with their ſu- 
periors, have contracted a degree of civility, rarely, 
if at all, ſeen elſewhere ſo remote from London; but 
you hear the Somerſelſbire dialeR perpetually. 


The people of Bath ought to thank me for this 
paragraph, for it is moſtly to their advantage. 


2. The waters are, no doubt, of great virtue in 
ſome caſes, and are a great curioſity in nature. One 
ſees them bubble up from among the ſmall ſmooth 
ſtones at the bottom, and ſmoke like a boiling 
cauldron, That they were anciently uſed for bath- 
ing is certain, but not that the drinking was ſo; if 
it was, the practice was diſcontinued, and revived 

; not 
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not many years ago. It is another queſtion, whe- 
ther they are ſo uſeful as is pretended. While it is 
a place of polite reſort, it will have a great cha- 


rafter. Thoſe who deſire to go to ſuch places (as 


to be ſure all the lady-kind do, from the girl to the 
great-grandmother,) will extoll them, as will the 
medical people of the place, and all who ſubſiſt, or 


get, by the company. The few votive crutches that 


are hung up, and thoſe very long fince, are no great 
proof of the virtues of the waters. They are like 
other medicines; nature has given ſome powers, 
more or leſs, to every thing, to do good or hurt ; 
we are not ſo ſure when, and in what manner, to 
apply them ; and, not being right as to that, it 
may be ſafer to leave a tolerable conſtitution to ſhift 
for itſelf, than to call in foreign powers, who may 
become dangerous and deſtructive enemies. [Would 
not this reaſoning ſerve for phyſic in general? Surely 
it would, and juſtly !] 


But whatever virtue may be in the waters, the 
bathing was ſhocking to me, not only at firſt ſight, 
but afterwards; it has ſomething ſo unpolite, and 
even immodeſt, that I had not imagined it could be, 
where there was, in other reſpects, the utmoſt good- 
breeding and decency. There were three or four 
genteel and pretty ladies bathing, at ſeveral times, 
when I was a ſpectator; theſe mixed with fellows 
naked ſometimes almoſt to the navel, always below 
the ſhoulders, ſwimming, diving ; and all, not only 


in the view of ladies and gentlemen, as from the 


pump-room, but of footmen, chairmen, or whoever 
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elſe would. Nay, once I ſaw from that place, in 
full company, one man, I will not ſay a gentleman, 
take off his jacket, (for all but the men-guides have 
ſach, and drawers, as they ſay, theſe are of a yel- 
low-brown canvas, black on the ſeams ;) this fel- 


low expoſed impudently his prominent paunch above 


water in the moſt conſpicuous place in the bath, 
and ſor a conſiderable time: good God! what will 
not cuſtom (or ſomething elſe) reconcile us to? 


I mentionnt this to a phyſician of note there, a 


moſt ingenious gentleman ; he told me, he had com- 


plained of it to thoſe in whoſe power it was to re- 
medy it, at leaſt in ſome meaſure, but without any 
hopes of ſucceſs; he added, that, upon preſcribing 
bathing to ſome ladies, they were affronted, and 


_ aſked, if he thought they were whores ? But this 


be ſaid concerning the moſt public and * noto- 
rious of the baths, 


The architecture of the bath is ancient and groſs. 
In the middle of that called the Croſs Bath, becauſe 


a a croſs 1s placed a-top, is a piece handſome enough; 


it was ſet up in memory of king James the IId's 
queen having, as was pretended, conceived, partly, 
at leaſt, by the virtue of theſe waters. 


What they call dry-pumping is the moſt clumſy, 
flovenly operation that ever I ſaw, and (as I ſaw it 
managed, and experienced it,) it is much more 


likely to be miſchievous than beneficial. 


3. A 
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3. A man of ſebſe and buſineſs may find an 
agreeable and Healthful relaxation and diverſion 
here. The fine riding and walking, the polite com- 
pany and amuſements, the entire eaſe and freedom 
as to dreſs and manner of living; I mean an inno- 
cent ahd genteel freedom ; may help to unbend the 
nobleſt mind with honour. Eaſe and equality are the 
general behaviour here, and with the leaſt ſymptoms 
of affectation I ever ſaw; nor did I obferve any de- 
gree of coquetry, or impudence, in one ſex or the 
other ; and all was over, or ſeemed to be ſo, in due 
time; it was midnight at Bath by ten o'clock. 1 
was ſaying to a pretty lady in the puthp-room, 


whom T had with pleaſure ſeen more than once bath» - 


ing, that“ I thought Bath was a place that fathers 
and huſbands ſhould chuſe to ſend their daughters 
and wives to, in order to teach them to riſe eatly, 
and go to bed in good time.” „ Ah! (ſaid ſhe) 
you don't know Bath; they can keep as late hours 


here as any where elſe.” God forgive me, I am 


always apt to judge on the favourable fide, though 
ſtill I muſt alſo ſay, my ears are open to truth, or 
probability, how plauſible ſoever the AST, 
are, I will ſay farther, in my own vindication, that 


I am not ſo ſtupid as not to believe, that, how little 


opportuniry ſoever there may be of actual enormity, 
ſo many of both ſexes meeting, and with ſuch free- 
dom, muſt produce ſome luſcious SEL: | 


An old gentleman ſat near me at one of the balls, 


with whom I had ſome little acquaintance before, 


As they were warm in their country-dances, though 
"Tp | he 
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room, in the morning, ſit, in diſhabille, on benches, 
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he ſeemed in good humour, I took notice he mut- 
tered to himſelf. Some little time after appeared 
the following verſes, of which, I have reaſon to 
believe, he was the author : 


«© Each ſex the other anſwers limb to limb, 
He twirls his legs at her, and ſhe at him ; 
He ogles, ſmiles, preſents his hand and knee, 
Advances, turns, returns, and ſo does ſhe ; 
He friſks, and ſkips, then ſmooth away he ſails, 
To friſk, and ſkip, like him, ſhe never fails; 
He kicks the floor ; then tip-a-tap her foot ; 


Let one begin, the other ſhows ſhe'll do't. 


The dance is ended, bows and curtſies made, 
Civilities accuſtom'd all are paid, 

The fan is buſy now, the virgin's face 

Is not ſo cool and blooming as it was. 

Ah fooliſh nymph ! ſecure thy nobler part, 
Thy face will ſoon be cool, but not thy heart.“ 


I have met with ſeveral other copies of verſes of 
the ſame cenſorious ſtrain z no wonder if authors 


have concealed their names, eſpecially if they ever 


intended for Bath again. 


Here were, I believe, ſix women, in the long 
room, to one man. We were therefore conſidered 
as rarities; and, whether far-fetched or no, the 
ladies often find we are dearly bought ; but the ſex 
knows how to make repriſals, 


What 1 thought very droll, is this : In the pump- 


four 
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four or five rows ef ladies, as if to be viewed and 
diſpoſed of. The gentlemen paſs to and again, and 


fill the middle of the room, talking ſometimes to 


this or that lady, but chiefly to one another, Not 
but that, as little notice as ſeems to be taken, each 
knows how to find what they like. Oppoſite to the 
ladies is the muſic ; very apropos ; their buſineſs is 


to play tender airs. I thought of what I had long 


ſince read in Hudibras : | 


— -* the trumpet and the drum, 
That make the warrior's ſtomach come.“ 


The gaming, when I was there, ſeemed very mo- 
derate ; and what was, was chiefly among the wo- 
men ; at the moſt frequented coffee-houſe there, and 
where I often was, there ſat every day one with his 
gold, ſilver, and cards before him, ready for any 
who ſhould be tempted ; but at night he packed up, 
without doing any thing; not a gentleman touched. 
I only ſay when I ſaw, I was told, that in the 
height of the ſeaſon there would doubtleſs be, as uſual, 
high gaming. But I gladly return to the ladies. 
There is one particular I muſt not omit, now I am 
upon the article of amuſements. Thoſe who bathe 
have what they call guides; each ſex, to be ſure, 
has one of their own. Theſe undreſs, conduct, 
and, at coming out, take off the water-habit, and 
help to equip them for their beds ; whither they are 
carried in a ſort of cloſe chair for the purpoſe ; the 
ladies aſcend the ſteps from the water in the interval 


between the taking off the wet covering and putting 
| | on 
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on the other; which is done at ſome diſtance. 


8 They, the pretty ones I mean, are then like Venus 
coming out of the ſea. (Vou will be fo good as to 


excuſe the confuſion you find I am in juſt now.) 
The women-guides are a ſort of ſhe-Tritons, old 
and half-ſodden. * Theſe, they ſay, are not ſo nice 
a5 to refuſe ſtriking a bargain, at their own lodg- 
ings, or ſome other proper place; for two guineas, 
a gentleman may be admitted to accompany this 
guide, dreſſed like her, and as if he was one. I 
do not ſay this on my own knowledge, nor was I fo 
fortunate as to be told of it whilſt I was there ; but 
this has been ſeriouſly affirmed to me, as un- 
doubtedly true, And why not? and why it ſhould 
be concealed by the people at Path, I cannot ima- 
gine; it is ſurely their intereſt it ſhould be known; 
the reaſons are obvious, nor need I conceal mine for 
thinking ſo ; the ladies would ſeem to be angry, 
but I dare venture to truſt their clemency. I omit 
them as unneceſſary. 


One of the greateſt diverſions, and perhaps one 
of the moſt worthy a rational creature, is the“ opera. 
This is not to be expected at Bath, Concerts and 
muſic they ſometimes have, public and private · 
They have a play-houſe, ſuch as it is, little regarded, 


Dancing is the poetry of motion; and therefore 
a molt agreeable and a rational diverſion, This is 


However this may ſeem to many, let ſuch read my fa- 
ther's elegant little diſſertation on the . in his books 
on painting. 0 

re- 
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frequently at Bath, twice a week regularly during 
the ſeaſons, when the place 1s full of company, as 
in the ſpring and latter autumn. It is fine to ſee 
both ſexes, well-drefſed, and moving in the moſt 
beautiful and engaging manner that a human body 
is capable of ; and in good humour, or ſeeming to 
be ſo. This then, like poetry and muſic, is an im- 
provement upon ſimple nature; and might be more 
noble and excellent, if leſs abuſed and debaſed to 
the purpoſes of vice, If dancing, for example, had 
all its grace, with more dignity, and leſs ſoftneſs, 


would it not be a wortby amuſement for the beſt 
minds ? 


At Bath one meets with friends and acquaintance, 
or people of diſtinction one has the honour to be 
acquainted with; ſome, not ſeen for a long time 
before; old connections are revived or confirmed, 
and new contracted. I found of all theſe ; the con- 
ſequence of which was entertainments, which for a 
ſhorr time were pleaſing enough; but are always ſo, 
as marks and means of friendſhip ; and ſhall ever 
be gratefully remembered by me. 


Riding and walking are my old and conftant di- 
verſions. Here are fine meadows, by a river, not 
too narrow, nor too wide, its waters ſufficiently 


clear, and its banks adorned with trees, reflected in 


the ſtream, together with the buildings and hills 
adjacent, and, in ſome places, arching or bending 


over it; ſometimes the view is open to a large di- 


ſtance, but, moſtly, bounded ; but then it is with a 
variety 
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variety of hills; and thoſe hills alſo varied with 
fields-incloſed ; or trees, or ſhaggy buſhes, or ver- 
durous turf adorn their fides or tops ; houſes are in- 
termixed; and, here and there, broken grounds 


and roads, which thus become beautifully orna- 
mental. But when you aſcend theſe hills, (and you 


may tread on the utmoſt brows of ſome of them in 


half an hour after you have ſtepped out of your 
lodgings) what a clear and refreſhing air! what 
proſpects! either ſtopped with other hills, which, 
then, are the pleaſing objects, and are ſeen diſtin ; 
or the eye is delivered from hill to hill, 'till it is loſt 
in the far-diſtant horizon. Turn another way, you 
ſee a vaſt expanſe of fields, either in plains, val- 
leys, or not aſpiring hills, diminiſhed, or, more or 
leſs, ſeeming to be levelled, as their diſtances hap- 
pen to be; among theſe, dwellings of men ſcat- 
tered about; and two cities, Bath, near, and 
Briſtol, remote. All terminates in the Severn, the 
ſea, and the Welch mountains juſt diſcerned, and 
partly hid by miſts and clouds; or you can hardly 


ſay whether any are hid, or not; viſion fails, or 


the object. 


In other parts, one may ſtand upon broken, rocky 
cliffs, and look down (with great ſafety) on vaſt 
ſtones, tumbled by their own weight, or by the con- 


cuſſions of the earth, and perhaps many ages fince, 


Look on either ſide, you ſee more of the ſame 
kind; and you may ſtand (as I did once, with great 


delight,) and ſee above you, this way or that, the - 


overhanging cliff; and, on its verge, the graſy or 
. | green 
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green turf, I ſaw there too my horſes and ſervant 


ſtanding, Figures ſo placed greatly contribute 


to the beauty of a picture, as they animate 
and enliven it. This is not yet finiſhed; for, 
at the bottom, and beyond all theſe ruinous ſtones, 


is a river ſtreaming along the freſh meadows ; towns, 


villages, gentlemen's ſeats, hills, fields, woods 
all that can make a landſcape beautiful and enter- 
taining, I drew ſeveral of theſe views from time to 
time. And what completes this diverſion is, the 


way to theſe eminences, and on them, is generally 


very good for en or riding. 


In a very hot iy; or warm evening, you may 
have a boat, and go down the river; this, in its 
turn, would be a very agreeable diverſion to me, 
ſhould I be any conſiderable time at Bath; though 
I did not obſerve it was much taken notice of by 
the company there. I beſtowed the beſt part of one 
of my days there, and and it was moſt delightful, 


Another, and one of the principal amuſements I 
expected from my journey to Bath was, to make an 
excurſion to Badminton, the ſeat of the Duke of 

Beaufort, to ſee his pictures and other curioſities; 
and above all, a cartoon in black chalk of the whole 
lower part of the transfiguration of Raphael. This 
maſter's works are perhaps preferable to thoſe of any 
of the ancients, all the parts of painting, and the 
ſubjects, being taken into the account; but he un- 
doubtedly advances far above all the moderns; many 


of whom are ſtars of the firſt magnitude; yet, when Ra- 
phael 
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pbael approaches, walking in brightneſs,” all theſe 
4 hide their dimiaiſh'd heads.” But I was well in- 
formed, none were expoſed, and the duke was ab- 
ſent. | 


Adieu to Bath, for the preſent ; it is the epitome 
of England; here one may enjoy the country, the 
town, and the court. All are here in a narrow 
compaſs; and what particularly pleaſes me, with 
regard to the court, is this: Here one ſees its po- 
liteneſs, without the inſolence and pride of ſome, 


and the meanneſs and appearance of ſlavery in the 
reſt, 


Jovaxzy 
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Jovaney FROM BATH, Sept. 19, 20, 21, 1731. 


Pun.osoeners dogmatically ſay, 

No man is happy, none are wiſe but they; 
Nature doth more impartially provide, 

And they receive the recompence of pride, 
Regardleſs of their rules, without their thought, 
We find the pleaſures which we never ſought ; 
They feel the miſeries they ſtrive to ſhun, 

Zy chance are happy oft, by ſkill undone ! 

We not by firength or prudence ſtand or fall, 
But chance, or fate, or Providence, doth all. 


Whilſt I am railing at philoſophers, I catch my- 
ſelf at philoſophiſing; for, the reſult of theſe re- 
flections is, to go to leep, and let the boat drive 
down the ſtream; Ws in other words, to“ take no 
care for the morrow.” 


« Vain wiſdom all, and falſe philoſophy Y*® _ 


Thoſe who torment themſelves with ſcheming out 


futurity, and live not on what is, but what may, or 
may not be, and thoſe who are utterly careleſs of 
what is to come, are equally wrong, Nor was it the 
meaning of any wiſe man; to be ſure, not of the 


® The race is not to the ſwift, mor the battle to the | 


Frrong—but time and chance bappeneth to them all. 
Eccleſ. ix. 11. 
wiſeſt, 
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wiſeſt, that either of theſe ſhould be literally and 
ſtrictly underſtood ; and perhaps it is not poſſible 
that any ſhould ſo practiſe the one or the other; 
though many err in their too near approaches to 
both; and one falls into the pit he heedleſsly ne- 
glected, the other ſuffers by the fear of what hover 
was to happen. 


It is not eaſy to decide which of theſe are the 
happieſt ; thoſe who only look down on the ground 
they are upon, ſee not indeed the bad way before 
them, neither have they the fine diſtant views ; and 
thoſe who ſuffer by remote apprehended evils, may 
be equally delighted with imaginary good. . And, 
to ſay the truth, I do not know whether we enjoy 
not more from imagination than reality.* 


Upon the whole matter, all depends on the tem- 
per of the mind; and that, upon weather, diet, 
conſtitution, God only knows what ! Certain it is, 
that, both thoſe who are careleſs, and thoſe who are 
anxious, fancy theſe to be, ſeverally, the effect of 
their own wiſe choice ; which are no other, in them, 
than pure conſtitution ; and many a bold, and many 
a a politic action, or which is applauded by the world, 
and delivered down a long train of ages as ſuch, 
has been merely owing, one to a bumper of wine, 
the other to an empty ſtomach, or a cup of water. 


” It would be a pretty nice point, often, to determine 
where reality ends, and imagination begins, 
« Vain 
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4% Vain, fooliſh man would wiſe be thought to be, 
* An aſs, wild aſs, wild aſs's colt, is he.“ 


He who can reſolve to give himſelf no uneaſineſs 
concerning apprehended evils, beſides prudent en- 
deavours to prevent them, and to indulge himſelf 
in all the delightful expeQations he can raiſe in his 
mind, is the true philoſopher ; and he who can 
practiſe accordingly, is, ſo far, a happy man.“ It 
is worth endeavouring at leaft. 


All this while I have been giving an account (as 
I promiſed) of my Journey from Bath; for, as I 
| went thither, and the weather changed upon me, I 
had terrible apprehenſions of my return, ſo much 
nearer winter; for I propoſed to ſtay longer than 1 
did. Thus“ I walked in a vain ſhadow, and diſ- 
quieted myſelf in vain,” Now, the weather and 
roads were delicious. 


As my account of Marlborough Downs, in my 
way to Bath, was in verſe, I was at liberty to give 
a poëtical picture of them. They are not, really, 
one vaſt expanſe of hills, but two leſſer, though 
thoſe are large enough. The downs are divided by 
two villages, and encloſed grounds, between, which 
you paſs for about half a mile, Not very far from 
theſe, one croſſes the old Reman Way, and about a 
quarter of a mile off, ſees the veſtigia of a Roman 
camp on the brow of a hill, and which looks into, 


See Morning Thoughts,” No. LXXV. Part II. 
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and ſeems to command, the plain below. Theſe 
are well known ; but I could not forbear imagining, 
I ſaw there numbers of men, very different figures 
from what we ſee now; not with laced, buttoned 
coats, broad hats and cockades, ſmart wigs, &c. 
bat ſuch as I have often ſeen in painting and ſculp- 
ture. Theſe, and their cloaths, arms, armour, are 
many ages ſince mouldered away; and the particles, 
of which they were compoſed, are now mixed with 
others, and diſperſed through the univerſe, always 
in motion, and helping to conſtitute bodies, inani- 
mate, animate, brutal, rational; ſometimes one, 
ſometimes another, and ſo ſhall do eternally, not a 
fingle atom ſhall be loſt, miſplaced, or out of the 
view of the infinite mind ; unleſs they were once 


produced out of nothing, and God ſhall determine 


this his temporal empire of materiality by annihi- 
lation, 


Thus I paſſed Sunday ; for, on that day I ſet out 
homeward. Monday morning early I proceeded from 


Marlborough. | 


A dewy paleneſs glitter'd on the graſs, 
Which, trodden, ſhew'd a greener humid trace. 
Mean while the bright'ning ſun aſcended flow, 
Now with improving beauty all things glow ! 
Cool yet his rays ; ere long a warmer gleam 
Is felt ; ſoon after hotter is the beam, 

The miſts, the dews diſſol ve, or flit away, 
And I enjoy'd a bright determin'd day ; 


Not 
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Not ſultry hot; *twas an autumnal ſun, 

Nor needed breezes, clouds, or ſhade at noon, 

At Newbury, no! Spinham-land, I din'd, 

The widow there was handſome, young, and kind, 
Reſerv'd, but generous, with humble pride, 
Appear'd to grieve, nor yet a ſmile deny'd ; 
Obliging to her gueſts, but ſtill would feem 

Above her ſtation, and as one of them; 

She look'd, ſpoke, mov'd with condeſcending grace, 


Pretended not, yet more than fill'd her place. 


I ſolitary din'd, and little ate; 

The traveller diſcreet is temperate; 

But let him ſleep; 1 flept, but ſlept too long, 
Though not contented with the widow's tongue; 
To ſay the truth, her proper tongue *twas not, 
But one, ſhe ſaid, was boiling in the pot ; | 
Had it been long uncook'd it would have rot, 
She aſk'd my pardon, made me ſome amends, 

She gave me mutton, and we parted friends; 

I had no buſineſs there, nor wiſh'd to tarry, 

*T will not be ſhe, if I ſhould ever marry. 

I marry ! here I ponder, fighing—no ! 

I ſpurr'd my horſe, for I had far to go. 

The ſun declin'd, the ſtreaky weſtern ſky 

Smil'd when it ſaw the lordly ſplendor nigh ; 
Deſcending ſtill, all redden'd were his cheeks, 
And caſt a ruddier brightneſs on the ſtreaks ; 

The air around reflects the glowing light, 

And gilds the clouds, till then tranſparent white; 
"Up to the zenith mounts the parting ray, 

And woody purples half the eaſtern grey, 
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Nor heaven alone partakes the lovely hue, 

Trees, houſes, fields, ftreams, all the eye can view, 
Yes, ev'n the duſty road is beauteous too. 

The azure clear deſcending from the ſky, 
Compos'd a tin& delightful to the eye. 


Surrounded thus with brightneſs, on I paſt ; 
The ſun and 1 are equally in haſte; 
Though could intreaties ſlack his ſtubborn ſpeed, 
I had delay'd, nor ſhould intreaties need. 
Jn vain I wiſh his ſtay, behind the hill 
He finks, and leſſer ſhews, and leſſer till ; 
He's gone—the luſtre fades, and ling'ring light 
Weaker and weaker grows—is loſt—'tis night. 


See me at Reading now—the inn ſtands high, 
Not in the town, but (much more pleaſam) nigh, 
New-built, and well-contriv'd, and neat it was, 
But unfrequented, as unknown the place ; 

I ſolitary ſat, no noiſe was heard, 

I rang, I call'd, no living ſoul appear'd ; 

I took a light, deſcended to explore, 

All deſert ſeem'd, but open was the door ; 

At length I heard a voice, my eye was led 
Through the long gloom, and ſaw a human head; 
Soon after came the body ; by this aid 

I wes ſupply'd, and in my bed was laid. 

My light extinguiſh'd, night, with blackeſt robe, 
Had, as it ſeem'd to me, o'erſpread the globe ; 
For moon was none; if ſome few ſtars appear 

In heaven aloft, their light was only there ; 


Silence 
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Silence profound return'd. I thoughtful lay, 
As ere the dawn of that tremendous day, 
When from their graves all who have liv'd ſhall riſe, 'L 
Ere yet are open'd reſurrection's eyes, 4 
Conſcious of being; but one world was gone, 


Another to ſupply its abſence none; 

Or, if *twas yet a world, I ſeem'd alone. 

I lumber'd, dream'd confus'd ; my drowſy fears | 
Suggeſted cut-throats whiſp'ring on the ſtairs, | | F 
My door approaching ; ſuddenly it ſeem'd | | 
I 'ſcap'd their murd'rous hands; but till I dream'd ; 9 
At large I thought I in full ſafety was, N 
Rejoic'd, though ſomewhat gloomy ſtill the place, 1 
But, full-awake, I found my joy was vain, | i 
And fears ſuſpended now flow'd in again Ft 
Soon were compos' d; I ſlept, and ſlept ſecure, 
To Providence refign'd, and conſcience pure! 
Or ſay, ** philoſophy's an old pretence, 
"Twas drowſineſs, *twas nature's impotence,” 
I'll not diſpute ; let every man be pleas'd, 
Certain I am, my eyes and heart were eas'd. 


Again I wak'd, and I remember well, | | 
And ever ſhall, I heard the pack-horſe bell "= 
*Slow paſling on along the diſtant way, f 
Scarce heard! nor dawn'd the long, long wiſh'd-for " 


day; | 


„ The verſe too labours, and the words move flow.” 
The poem, with the journey, finiſhes as rapidly. My 
dear father did not ſtop, and the reader cannot. | 
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Still lining, ſoon I other noiſes heard, 


Something I fancy'd ſtirring in the yard, 


By little, and by little, all was clear'd. 
Sweetly refreſh'd, the op'ning miſty morn 
Bade me to life in the old world return. 


- Inns, oſtlers, landlords, hoſteſſes, adieu! 
Home, now, with all its charms, appears in view ; 
I ſee my buſy eaſy- chair and room, 
Pictures, books, drawings, children, friends I come; 
No longer mercenary looks receive 

My weary'd limbs, and cold reception give; 

No more ſtrange lodgings, and ſaſpeRed ſheets, 
Peruſing plaiſter d walls, and window-wits, 
Ringing the bell; „your bill, bring what's to pay, 
The horſes, Tom —all this expires to-day. 

Each ſtep, each moment, nearer, nearer, I 
Advance, approach, and, if I could, would fly. 
In miſt envelop'd long I trac'd the ground, 

Nor ſaw the diſtant hills, trees, fields, around; 
By flow degrees the blueiſh vapour clear'd, 

And diſtant hills, and trees, and fields, appear'd. 
Lodona's ſtream I paſs'd, but ſcarcely ſtay'd 

To caſt a look, though once Diana's maid, 

By Pan purſu'd with villainous intent, 

She, though a virgin, well knew what he meant; 
Rather than forc'd, a river ſhe would be, 

A river then ſhe was, ' and this 1s ſhe. 

But, true or falſe, I not invent the tale, 


Thus ſaith friend Pope,“ who knew the ſtory well. 


* See his 7 Windſor Foreſt,” ver. 170, Ec. | 
| At 
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At Twyford I alight, and break my faſt, 
Tis done, and ſwift through Maidenhead | paſs'd ; 
Windſor appears, but ſoon *tis left behind, N 
At Shugh I ſtay'd not, but at Colebrook din'd ; Bt! | | 
The double heath of Hounſlow then I trace, | | : 
Trot through its town, and on to Brentford paſs ; 
To Turnham-green, to Hammerſmith I come, | 
To Ker/ington, then through the Park—at home, 
Impatiently expected there the while, 
My bantlings triumph'd when they ſaw me ſmile.“ 


* Mr. Pope, one day, when he came to ſee me, while 
my father was gone this journey, and we were conſidering 
one of the ſmall works of St. Evremond, aſked me, © How 
I liked that way of writing, where proſe and poetry were | — 
mixed together? I ſaid, I liked it well, for that ſort of off- 
hand, occaſional productions.“ Why, (ſaid he) I have 
had thoughts of turning out ſome ſketches I have by me, 
of various accidents and reflections, in this manner.” My 
dear father was actually doing the ſame thing at this very 
time, 


END or Vor. I. 


